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^  BARBER   OF   SEVILLE. 
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v/*^/*   :  .. .  *••.■>• 


ACT  I.        s\ 
^     *     !  SCENE    I. 

Seville.     Doctor  Bartolo* $  house    on  ifi*  . 
A. Figaro  s  shop  oh  the  other,  over  his  door  is  tent  ten 

3jmC — Day-foeak*  dnfl  the  tight  increasing  thT0> 
'  the  scene*  •  ^ 

M&Kpnter  from  the  back  FiorsllimoiM  a  /e/fer  s  * 
/its  hand,  he  comes  cautiously  dewn  the  Stage  and 
examines  Figaro's  shop.  ,*      y 

J^       ./Yon  Soh  !   I  am  at  my  post  before  the  sun  has 
awoke  my   watchful  barber  here  !   My  master  or- 
ders me  to  catfch  the  first  glimpse  of  Itosina,  when 
slre:  opens'  tcr  littice  ;    but  I  much  fear  J  aerer    . 
shailjbe  able  to  succeed  for  him;  fornd  sooner  do  I 
obtain  Hosina'a  notice,  and.  am  about  to  convey  % 
billcr,  than  this  devil  of  a  spoil-sport  pops  his  hc^d 
out,  and  deranges   all   my  plans,  {puts  his  err'*. 
Figaro's  Jew. J  AWs  .quiet ;   he  sleeps  in  spite  of 
the  gliosts  of  the  patients  he  has  poiiorted.  •  Now  7*~ 
ij£"«ny  'f i5rr?nndt»fg  iTjq&*bw4in4?lo  a  fe*>  gaffe  liufrty 
to  Ji&tUfklxpr.guatliijlmi'.lLin,  Iiui&lil  luuLuciv 
convey- thii  letter  to  her.    (He  .-'---  T         i 

•;;;,.•  ;r.- •  Serenade.' ■ 

Jfior*. ♦  j       Piano l.iiianittinjo  !  in  fencer  sonnd 

" *  Let  Love's ljght  airs  n(m  float  around! 

5ersnaa$fS»  Piano  1  pianissimo  1  Lore's  mnsie  iounj 
lor*   ■        All  wrapt  in  silence— no  tool  is  near, 
No  w sad'ring  footstep  falls  on  the  car, 

—      —  *- 1  m  _  — — r* —   ii  "  *  '^"^ 


THE  BARBER  Of  SEVILLE. 

(Figaro  *p**t  <th*  Windoi*/  yf.  j? 
What  scraping,  and  squeaking] 
"What  fiddling,  and  shrieking  f 
Art  ye  rooks,  that  ye  caw  i      ,-*-,, 
'  re  ys  mending  a  saw  } 
ye  imitate  hogs  ) 
e  beating  jthe  dogs  ? 
are  ye  some  bucks  that  are 

silence,  good  man ) 
ou  can  i 

make  the  noise-L. 
:^?nds,  yoor  to*  ia'donej 
Here's  your  cl^lwFatt&ell !— begone  ! 

3Iany  thanks,  s\  foyUis  fafoar. 
Better  master,  nci     I    _7cj 

je  for. 

ur  throats  f 
iy  for* 


Never  did  we  sL 

Efer,  sir,  epftimana 
We  will  evening,  and 


everaii 
O/iives 


One  wholes  us  gold  foknotes  I 


Vf 


Silencafi silence,  cease  yourliwliug, 
Nop tfke  cats  witfo  caterwaulifik 
"Take  the  neighbours— stop  yo£.\  squalling^ 
Rascals,  or  I'll  dust  your  coast**! 

7ior*Ui  sends  the  serenadcri*^ftp>:£j)h-J/^ 

Fig.  And  go,  my  imaoth  chinn'd  philosopher, 
you  thought  to  deliver  jour  letter  free  from  po«U 
«ge  f  quite  impossible,  1  assure  you.  i 

I  Ftor.  And  pray,  Signor,  who  are  you,  and  what 
letter  are  you  speaking  of  }• 

Fig.  What  letter?  Why,  the  letter,  the  Utter 
youve  got  in  your  pocket— the  letter,  that  you 
wanted  te  convey  to  Rosina;  and  as  to  your  4<  Wfcft 


t%'y.« 


- 


proud ;■  Did  you  never  heor  of  it  before  ?    Every 
flung  that  •  smart,  every  thing  that'*  handsome, 

W>  wSW°?. L«S*  rojuisb,  every  thiogthafrin, 
triKUifig.—a:!, al»,  that*. the  Barter,  V*%<_  . 

*tor.  And  can  you,  with  these  prelensioas,  des* 
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THE  tfARBEft  OP  SEVtLLE.         .7 

Uoy  my  master's  hope.,  who  loves  Rosina  to  diai 
traction  r 

fi  tt>.  Honor-myduty-I'm  cut-door  spy  here! 
by  appointment,  in  short  I'm  tenant  to  Dr.  Rartolo 

TJr.fi     ?nd  *?,". iD  debt  IO  him  for  rent. «><»  «urc  ? 

to  go  to  prison,  ifJamnotvijila.it.  _£ 

t.  /Vr*AJ,c'butmy  master  can  prevent  that,  for  ha    '      *' 
berall         P°Wer  Md  inclination  t0  wward  you  li-  • 

JEr  /Oh,  I  am  always  grateful  for  the  favour  I 
am  to  receive,  and  to  prove  I  deserve  them,   I'll  tell 
you  something  about  your  master—He'*  a  slim 
genteel  Stranger,  arrived  in  Seville  three  days  back' 

ZVy  >m?P  ?  IoV*  With  Dr-  B"***  ward.-hte 
ha.nted  his  door,  as  yet,  without  auccess,  and  ha* 

now  sent  you  to  watch  when  Rosiua  comes  to  tbe 
balcony.  •  . 

F«„r.  Well  guess'd,  my  Arg«  of  Seville!  but, 
y  lf-     ?£**•  no  rank  di««vered. 

Fig,    Tis  impossible  to  keep  them  secret  from 
me  long,  ,f  I  don't  di.cever  them  to  day,  I  shall  ? Z  • 

morrow,  so  you  may  a*  well  divulge.  If  I  like  your 
-aster,  and  adait  nil  pretensions!  perhaps  he  may     ' 

Ad  R.h  TCC-  un0t'  T  him  deeJ>™ l  W*  Mar* 
r i t.?"i rt0,°  W'th,nJ  "nd  Kei,eral  Kgaio  without,  the 
Citadel  can  never  be  taken,  depend  upon  it. 

/".or.  Well,  ifl  do  divulge  the  secret,  necessity 
■a  my  excuse  ;^.Kuow  then,  my  master  U  the  Count- 
Auaiviva, 

£«*•  f~toirA  greet  surprise.  1  Who  7  .     .       ;    , 

*»ov.  Count  Almiviva. 

JVg    Excellent  1  -excellent  f  17</«ig^ng  and  <W 
g»ng  ahout.l  "    "* ' — f 

.    i-icr.  Hush!  iu,h  1  /or  Heaven^  «aU«  what* 

tne  matter  ?••,•,        ,...,■{ 
fig.  My  old  maiter ! 

.Ftor.  What?  [It--'     '   "'  "    '-.'••         v 

■J'/'  JM,«* 1  lived  «o  long  with  «t  Madrid!  -' 
ftou  Impossible  4  the  yV»n^  Ctount  never  haeT 

-  *  ■  * 


I 


. 
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0  t 

S  THI  BARBER1  JDF'/SEVILtE, 

but  one  confidential  ssrvant  before  I  lived  with  him, 
and  he  was  discharged  for  roguery.      . 

Fig.  Ah,  see  how  a  poor  fellow's  character  may 
be  traduced  !  Suyl  was  dismiss'd  thro'  a  mistakt ; 
the  Count  charged  m#  with  wearing  his  cloathes,4 
before  he  had  done  with  them;  Now,  the  fact  was, 
I  only  tried  them  on*  before  he  had  begun  with 
them— -No,  sir,  I'd  have  you  know,  I  had  a  soul 
above  old  Clothes.  S  ^  . 

Fior.  Well,  are  we*  allies  now,  Figaro  ?  will*  you 
assist  os  ? 

Fig.  To  tht  utmost  verge  of  discretion ;  self  first, 
Count  Almaviva  second  ;  Le,t  him  state  the  terms 
of  our  confederacy— Bartolo,  in  one  scale,  Alma- 
viva in  the  other— Justice  is  blind. 
*         (Roaina  draws  up  the  vtnttian  blind  at  the  balcony « 
But  soft,  she  comes  forth ;  Now,  to  shew  you   my 
good  will,  1*11  let  you  commence  your  operations, 
but  I  must  pretend  to  be  iu  bed,  for  if  Dr.  vBartolo« 
once  suspects  me,    all  my  power  to  serve  your 
master  vanishes.  (Exit  into  his  houte.J&l 

DUETTO.— FUrelli  and  Rosina. 

,  Fior.        Oh  !  maiden  fair,  the  morning  breaks, 

A  nil  with  the  morn  thy  true  love  wakes ! 
He  wakes  in  hope  to  set  thee  free,  '. 

And  share  thy  love  and  liberty,         t'.  •■  oV' 

a  A  A  as~   Jk*i»«-/"Aln  gentle  youth,  my  burning  cheek    ~:'v-  "*■ 

'^^ff^^^^^Would  >haiac  tUc  JDfA uiDg,<i  rU(I(Jj  gtfeak> 

If  be  for  whom  I  feel  it  glow, 


&  Could  hear  my  teup  u*  my  hopes  avow, 

— -  Both       Ah !  maiden  lair   \.  thee  }  .  V  •  J 

Ah  !  gentle  yo»tb  \  to  him  <   l  8weaf'    <  y  - 

By  iv'ry  tow  to  lo?e  that's  dear,  '   •'  *  . 

Thy  lover  J  ....  '"  \ 

<:    •      ■;  •  ItJina      J  t^w  jot  disdains,  ,   •  .  ,•  . 

T,llKh!)ha»D*«t  the  tyrant's  chains.  '«        ' 

Bart,  [wlh  without.']  Rosina !  Rosina  !     .       » 
Rot.  [To  Viorello,!  *Tit   my  guardian's  voice  J 
hide  under  the,  window  !    .    ,   '•  .  ^  , 
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..'BARBER  OF  SEVILLE:::;         9,t: 

Bart,  {entering  the  bakonv.l  Rosina,  my  love/i 
what",  at  your  matins  so  early  ?  j* 

Ros.,  Yes,  sir,  the  beauty  of  the  morning  tempted 
me  out;  the  birds  carrol'd  their  songs   of  freedom,^ 
why  not  I  mine  of  captivity  ? 

Bmrt.  Well,- well,  so  long  as  you  do  sing,  no  mat- 
ter for  what?  ahd,\as  you -are  in  a  singing  mood,  > 
will  you  .favour  me  watb  the  song  you  sung  so  well 
ast  night  ?    , 

ftps.  [looking  over  some  music'  I  would  with  f 
great  pleasure,,  sir,,  but  unluckily,  I  have  left  it  in  , 
my  own  room ;  if  you  will  do  me.  the ;  favour  to  r 
fetch  i*»  I  will  sing  with  cheerfulness;    - 

Bart.  Good  girUxjpod  girl !  how  kind  and  com- • 
plying !  I'll  fetch  it^bacV  in  an  instant.        .  [Exit.^s**  //r/r 

Ros.  Now,  then,  to  make  the  most  of  that  in-  " 

stant  |  [ta  hes  pencil  andjerites  a  J5b?ifr]  '        '"'\ 

Fior.  (from  under  the  balcony.)  Signora!  Signora  !* 
shall  1  run  and  letch  my  master  ?        '  , 

v  Ros.  No,  no ;  bear  this  song  to  him,  I  shall  have 
done  it  in  an  instant.     • 


. 


• 


Bart,  ^speaks  without \\  The  song  an't  in  your 
room  1.1've  searchM  for  it  high  and  low. 

Ros.    [embarrassed^   Oh  !   dear  sir,    I'm   sorry 
you've  had  the  trouble,  I've  got  it,  here  it  is — 

[Hold*  it  out%  drops  it,  and  screamsj] 

Enter  Bartolo.  <n^  £$<*/&**;+ 

*      ■  ? 

Ah!  it  has  fallen  into  the  street  ;  Oh,  my  dear  sir, 
run  down,and  get  it,  I  would  not  lose  it  for  the  world; 

Bart.   Oh!  Jade!   Jade!    you  drop't  it  on  pur^  .     .> 
pose  !  1  perceived  it !  in  with  you  ! — I'll  fetctHt-; >-^.'-  L^ 
but  I'll  fasten  t;he  balcony  firsts— -In,  in,  1  say  I 

[Theu  retire^  and  fiMo\o  fastens  (he  blind] 
*  ■  jVar.  {takes  up  the  Sonsr.\  Now,  then,  with  tine 
wings  of  Mercury  to  delight  mv  master.         t>        " '      • 


Fig.  [peeping  from  his  door.]  Hold  !  don't  forget 

ol    Mi   s  i?\-:ri  "lU:oi  j      ■'.>.   'ui:f    ; '•        '  ■'        ft 


■ 


- 


■*Ste 


- 


•  -  -    -  ' 

Ifr        THE  BARBER  OF  SEVILLE, 

to  whom  you  are  indebted  for  all  this  t  and  tell  the 
Count  to  come  to  me  with  speed— away,  away  I .  lit ' 
*     4'4£l£*       [Exit  Fiorello.    Figaro  returns  to  house. 
Enter  Bartolo /rflm  his  door*  stooping  to  pick  up' 

2F77  '    .  the  Sons.  ■'    > 

BarT7  Wby,.where  the  devil  is  it  I  (look*  about.)  \ 
Gone !  gone ;  and  I'm  trick 'd  !   Oh,  thaFDalcony— r  / } 
that  bajcomy  is  a  temptation  %o  intrigue  ;  I'll  have ' 
it  pulled  down,  and  the  window  brickM  up  !  And,  ■ 
look  here  !   Figaro's  shop  not  open!   What  is  he 
about?  (knocks  loud  at  the  door  and  calls.)  Figaro! 
Figord  !    Tfrmaro  opens  the  window  in  his  ni^hi ■ 
cap.  and  puts  a  Gl..  jss  out,  » 

Jrtg.  It  you  don  t  go  away,  you  re  a  dead  man, 
,««.;,  „.„,,..',-  JRqH.  Mercy  on  us  !  don't  you  know.  Figaro  ?    J 

fig'  (fapiw**)  I  know  nobody  in  sleep. 
,  Bart*  (creeps  under  the  ioindjw  for  safety)  O 
dear  !  O  dear  ! 

Fig.  If  you  attack  my  house  in  the  middle  of  the 
pight,  I'll  blow  ypur  brains  out.         • 

Bart.  I'm  Doctor  Bartolo,    your  landlord  !  be' 
quiet  and  come  down.  . 

Fig.  Lord,  sir,  is  it  you  r\  HI  be  with  you  in  a 
moment,  (leaves  the  window). 
,  Bart.  Was  ever  man  so  plagued  wi{h  stupidity, 
and  roguery  !  Every  thing  goes  contrary  ; — all  con-  1 
spire  to  fret  me  •  That  feljow  sleeps,  because  I  wish  ^ 
him  to  keep  awake,  and  my  Ward  wakes,  because 
.  •       I  want  her  to  sleep— Hut  I'll  get  my  marriage  con- 1 
tract  engross' d  to  day,  and  then  my  fears  will  end.'   , 

rm±4~+~  A-^EnUr  Figaro,  who  opens  his  shop-windows* 

\  Fig.  In  the  name  of  all  the  saints,  Signor,  whai 

has  rous'd  you  so  early? 

Bart.  The serenaders,  the  catcrwaulers :   my  in* 

tended  wife  has   routed  me-j-paye,  and  ought  to 

have   roused  you  too  ;  but  Somnus  was  watchful, 

Compared  to  you  ;     [During  this  speech  hs  is  lock- 

'  ii'fT  the  door. J  )Vhat   devil  coulfl    prompt  me    to' 
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THE  BARBER  OF  SEVILLE*  rn 

leave  the  balcony  ?   Then,,  this  stupid  fellow,  Basil, 
not  to  come  with  the  marriage^contract,  ns  he  pro-* 

Enter  Fiorello  at  the  back  watching  Ba*rtoIo* 
Bart.  Figaro  ?   Rosina  and  I  are  to  be  privately 
married  to-morrow  ;  I  am  now  going  to  fetch  Basil,     *  *, 
so,  don't  let  a  creature  go  near  my  door.^  I  have  ^^T» 
locked  my  servants  all  up,  to  prevent  intrigue  j  do' 


aro,  vfff/  suspiciously. 

Fig.  So,  oil'  goes  the  old,  and  now  for  the  riew 
lover. 

fi/e  watrt  jt/pif  *6  iWllii  who'heckbns  on  Count 
/////Ai*n\xiVK — He  runs  to  Figaick  ' 


£>- 


Count..  Ah>  my  faithful  Figaro. 
-rtg\  Yes,  my  lord,  your  honest  old  servant.  : 
Couut%   Hush — [stops  his  mouth.']  My  title,  and 
your  honesty   must  not  be  mentioned  now  1   \  am 
here,  in  disguise,    perhaps  you  are  the  same,   Isay 
nothing  of  your  roguery,  you  say  qot|iingqf  my 
rank. 


rig.  I'll  not  mention  a -word,  my  lord. 

Count.  Silence,. rascal— 'or  I'll  break  your  bop es^ 
'Fig.  Thank  you  a  .thousand  times;  the  same 
kind,  familiar,  freerSpqken,  friendly,  noble  ■■   >.    •  k    ' 

Count.  Hold,  knave  ;  you  J  find,  still  the  eam£ 
chattering  blockhead,  with  all  you,r  bad  habits  con* 
firmed. 

tig.  VV  ny,  as  you  turn  d  me  off  for  making  ,too 
free  with  y&ur  good  ones,  I  tjjin>  ypu  ihou Mn't 
find  fault  with  me  for  using  my  own.  • 

Count.  Well,  Figaroj  you  hav'nt. starved  since  w^ 
parted  ;  I  think  you  are  much  JHst>r.      ;>|     '      ,, 

Fig.  Yes,  signor*  want  am}  fasting  have  done  if* 

CounL  M'ant?  ;. 


• 


-  ! 


•    ; 


■  • 


» 


•  '\ 


J^ftg^lM  slgnbr, '  it  has  j^'tfd'tt*  mif,  ^tafvM 
"land  prcxjuces  a i  toad-stoOl.     - ;i  "^^  f)J  *?» 
Conn/.  But,  when  you   left  me  fit  ^adrid^ybu 
got  emplpyirient;;  how,  did  yguplay  your  card*  to 

•^lpse  that  ?      ?  ;,i;  t   j, ....  ,  •  -Ji.  ;  i/iUu\    -:  .X, 

Fig.  AH  owing  to  an  add  trick,  w  ^.;sa  they, put; 

•  *  X  !jne  out  of  the  game  ;  upon  wtiiqb,  I'tutped  my,  back 

•<  upon  Madrid,  and  with  all  my  worldly  wealth  in  a 

-pocket  handkerchief,  I  took  a  sentimental  journey 

to  Seville,  to  which  place  I  begg'd,  borrowed,  and 

.shaved  my  way>  till  having  overcome  all  difficulties 

I  am  at  last  settled  in  this  shop,  by  Doctor  Bartolck 

T    Count.  Know,  then,  about  six   months   ago,  I 

met  Rosina  on  the  Prado  at  Madrid— she  captivaf. 

ted  me  beyond  my  power  to  describe ;  I  souglit  her 

in  vain,  thro'  every  house  in  the  city, — At  length, 

discovered  her  to  be  of  noble  extraction,  anLorphan, 

and,  they  say,  married  to  Doctor  Bartolo.  l        '  » 

Fig.  They  say,  who  says  ?        \'nn  t?j  C 
•    l    Count.  Common  report.  ^    ^»mo''J 

l:  Fig.  Common  reports  a  common  liar  ; '  the  Doc- 
tor gives  himself  out.  for  her  husband,  merely  to 
keep  off  others;  she  is  yet  only  his!  ward ;  but, 
to-morrow,  indeed,  will  make  her  his  wife. 

Count.  That  to-morrow  shall  never  come.. 

Fig.  Lord,  sir,  you  don't  mean  to  murder  him  ? 

Count.  No  ;   but  I  mean  to  carry  off  Rosina,  and 
.    that  will  save  the  necessity;     What  is  the  outline 
of  old  Bartolo's  character  ?  '  • 

Fig.  A  peeping,  peering,  growling,  grunting, 
8Pyi°g>  spiteful,  stingy,  jealous  old  curmudgeon,  4 

-Count.  His  private  virtues  concisely  summed  up, 
now,  for  his  public  functions  ?  .    .  » 

Fig.  He  has  none.  In  short,  he  is  hated  by  hU 
ward,  despised  by  the  world,  and  hardly  honest 
enough  to  keep  himself  from  the  gallies.  f 

Count.  But,  is  lie^rery  jealous  ? 

Fig.  Jealous?  he  walks  with  the  candle  behind 
him,  for  fear  of  leaving  his  shadow  in  the  room 
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with  her ;  no  male  visitors  are  ever  permitted  with  in 
his  walls.  ,1 

Count.  Have  not  you  access,  Figaro  ? 

Fig.  Yes,  because  he  can't  do  without  me.  I 
am  his  Barber,  Surgeon  and  apothecary*— Razors, 
Lancet,  Pestle  and  Mortar — always  something  to  do 
in  the  house.  * 

Count.  Oh,   my  dear  Figaro— you  tvere.  born  to 
be  my  friend.  \ Embracing  him  warm  h/ J] 
1     Fig.  Oh,    my    dear    Count— \ Embraces   in  his 
turn.']  How  familiar  a  great  man  is,  when  he  Wants 
one  s  assistance. -(Aside.)  ' 

.^  Count.  Now,  what  will  be  the  best  disguise  for 
me^toassume^/.jv  "  '  • 

( Figaro  )lookfajthim  with  affected  surprise.)     {  4 

Come,  come,  my  dear  Figaro,  no  aHectation  ;  for 
•tho'  you  are  his  apothecary,  you  know  you  areiiiy 
physician.  »  -  ••  '   •'        '     ;•    '     '      . 

Fig.  Indeed  !  then,  let  me  feel  your  pulse. 

Count.  You  needn't— 1  know  1  must  bleed.  Jf 
[Count  takes  out  his  purse — -Figaro    hold*  out 
his  hand  without  looking  at  Count,  who  keeps  put- 
'tin !*  money  into  it. 
There,  there,  there  !  I've  lost  enough*  I  think. 

Fig.  No  ;•— afow  ounces  more. 

Count.  Why,  I  shall  bleed  to  death  ! 

Fig^.  Your  Doctor  knows  best  what's  good   for 
you.  '  ■   ■      , 

Count.  There,  take  it  all.  (puts  the  purse  into 
Figaro's  hand.)  And,  riow,  are  you  satislied  ? 
"     Tfgj  I  puts  purse  in   his  pocket%  without  looking    - 
at  it.)  I'll  put  it  in  a  cool  place,  and  examine  it  to- 
morrow.  *  •  *'  ;       ' 

Cdunt.  Well,  then,  instruct  me,  now,  how  I  shall 
get  admitted  into  the  house.  ; 

Fig.  Thus,have you  observed  anumber  of  soldiers 
in  the  City?    : 

Count.  Certainly,  their  Colonel  is  my  friend — 
We  quarter  in  the  same  hotel.    . .  »  -     .     „>      ■  -:  •( 


-  / 
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Fig.  Fortunate  J  another  Batalion  of  the  Regi- 
ment are  now  marching  in — You  shall  borrow  a 
suit  of  their  clothes,  and  be  quartered  on  Doctor 
JBartolo. 

Count.  Transporting  thought ! 
,  Fig.  But  you  must  get  a  protection  from" your 
friend,  the  Colonel,  in  case  the  soldiers  should 
question  you  ;  and*  as  you  may  be  guilty  of  some 
trifling  extravagance  in  Bartplo's  house,  you  had 
better  pretend  to  be  a  little  tipsey,— this  will  put 
him  offhis  fruarrL  nnH  hp  wnn't  c^  *n,1Au  a: <. 


him 
C 

shall 


r-- «*    «^   »   »»»c  upacjr,— -IU1S  Will  pui 

m  offnis  guarp!,  and  he  won't  so  much  dispute  you 
Count.  1  am  already  drunk  with  joy  !  But,  how 
all  we  lull  the  vigilence  of  the  servants  ?  a,**/*  > 
Ftg.  I  think  the  art  of  medicine  may  wfe&Kne 
means.  W^ 

Count.  Why*  villain/Jrou  wouldn't  poison- 


1,lug  ouuiciuiu^,  mai  wm  do  yo 
did  Rosina  write  on  the  Song 
throw  out  of  the  window* 

wSSSSfc*-1  be  atten^M°  immed%iy- 

£,or-  Here,  sir.   (come*  down,)  /"&*>& /■//>&»,  /? 

r,  .£"?£  ^a^0,  y°u  must  be  acquainted  '  withmv 
faithful  imrello,  he  is  to  be  depended  wTflfcjj.  i 
.tj!_£oBS_from  Fiorello  1  Hear  whatri^S 
S J  have  observed  your  attendance  at  my 
wmdow.—l  remember  you  at  Madrid^-Sine  some 
-fet^lkn?-  £'  Under  ^  ^Icony,  whKj 
"  of  h?m  »r,  6  na-me'  8ituWion'  and  'nation 
"  «o  uTa"  (V  ,ntfested  for  the  unfortunate 

Hr"«ssis«&)ww  path;tic  in  ,ove 

*&SSr?mvr  £ol'S  lon&u,e  •  H«".  Fiorello, 
prepare  my  disgu,se,  take  the  ballad,   nnd 
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do  the  best  for  me.  In  an  hour,  Figaro,  expect  me 
cquippM  en  militant  /  and  may  the  God  of  lovo 
assist  me  to  unbar  the  gate,   and   bear  my   prize 

triXPhaAnHTrna^  '      u       •  ,  t&&  ££** 

j-^  m^  shof)'   and   PrcPare   some  m — = 

medicines  for  Bartolo's  *»roints.  But,  1  say,  young- 
ster, let  me  hear  a  specimen  of  your  love-songs, 
since  you're  to  sing  for  your  master,  instead  of 
Figaro. 

yior,  Pooh!  pooh  r   . 

Fig.  Pooh,  pooh,  Come,  begin— You  won't? 
then,  listen  !  I'll  give  you  a  lesson  in  the  Amoroso 
pathetic  !  Oh  ! 

DUETT—JYgqro  and  Ftorelln. 

Fig.      Blight/  Jove,  in  golden  shower,  T  - 

Once  who  fell  on  Dance's  breast ;  A    ' 

Give  to  me  gold's  dazzling  pow'r,  .  mm 

Ev'ry  maid  would  make  me  blest.    . ' 
Fior.    Hold  thy  pompous,  silly  railing, 

Gold  but  wins  the  meaner  part  ;         ' 
True  love's  song  is  mote  prevailing,    ■ 
•*  Dearest !  give  me  heart  for  heart,**  * 
Both.  Faith,  my  comrade,  tuneful  thrilling » 

Nrnvo  !  bravo !  both  are  killing  I  \ 

Now  away,  ihen  !  and  Miccess,  boy  f       ! .     - 
Both  our  efforts  soon  will  bless,  boy  !     U   r 
Fior,    When  song  is  flowing,  v" 

When  love  is  glowing,  T 

O'er  fancy  throwing 
Her  light  divine) 
Thoughts  bright  and  beaming, 

As  sun-beams  streaming,      i  ■  •   ,.      'r   i     ,"i\ 

O'er  maidens  dreaming,  -   V-.'<    .; 

Then,  then  are  mine  !  •  ,'\ 

Fig,    When  eops  are  clinking, 

When  gold  is  chinking,  '.      -■'  ,tUlU?$l*l& 

.    1  /       Those,  to  my  thinking,  :     li     /yfttlffc 

1  a;   •    '      ^AreJnT .dl?ine l  O    1011    i'l    Oi   ^f/, 

.     .    .         Tboughu  bright  and  beamiaff.         '    '   '■"  °/^ 

••""      3    'At  guineas  streamragr5  Bf/W    ' [;6  '    -U*nli  ■ 

O'er  misers  dreaming  -  .'  -jflj^^OJ 

Olfyiilhn    Tbte,  then  art  miie  1      y  \ ,  ,r:?PI  \l  ,>«A 

_  -  -  ,  « .  • .   - 

/    ^s_ ';      .   .  . , 
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SCENE  JI. 


14         Rosina* s  Apartment.  /- 9 ?'**:* 


k\.<.  . 


'  '/?•#,  What  a  situation  has  fortune  placed  me  in!> 
An  Orphan  in  the  power  of  a  wretch,  base  enough^ 
to  take  the  advantage  his  Guardianship  gives  him/ 
to  force  me  into  a  marriage  with  himself  .—This, 
surely,  is  an  apology  for  my  conduct — Immured, 
and  in  the  hands  of  such  a  Man,  is  it  a  crime  to 
deliver  myself  from  the  dreadful  bondage  ? 


SONG.— Rosi7im% 


*    '•v. 


** 

*» 


•  Ty  rant,  toon  I'll  burst  thy  chains, 

Sweeter  bonds  than  thine  to  prove  ;      '  /   } 

'/'AM  10         )  With  mild  and  docile  air* 

And  playful  as  a  lamb,  .  ..  >"f 

Never  was  gentler  fair 

Than  all  confess  I  am.  .       '  i    „* 

TV  V  1  ^  M     (If.         I     I  ^A. 

Dotes  not  more  meek  appear,  ,        ..     * 

htoYejt*-  If  none  fartaW,  or  chide. 

'  But  if  with  tyrant  sway. 

My  mind  they  seek  to  fix,  "  •  »  '■■  '..- 

'd  die  to  have  my  way  ;—  , . 

A  thousand  wayward  tricks  V, 

And  subtle  wiles  I'd  play,  V*\ 

'Ere  they  my  will  should  guide*        .     '  ^y 

(Sti8,J  Marcellina!  \  ^.  '  ' 


Enter  MarckllinJU '&/h-  .,  i  > 


Marcellina,  is  my  guardian  returned  ? 


-• 


Marc.  1  believe  he  is,  my  lady ;  I  saw  liim  talk 
ing  to  Figaro,  over  the  way,  just  now—He,  aid 
Basil,  your  music  Master,  seem'd  to  be  returning 
together.  ,, 

Ro$.  If  Figaro  is  come  in  with  them  J  send  him  to 
me  privately— tell  him  I  want  to  speak  to  him% 
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Mar.  Yes,   my  lady— ftotih.j  and   r  want  . 

I^kui°dX"K  but  both  W&  —  8*  ^ 

*£  I  think  PH  write,  ami  explain  moJS  '  ^ 
£»    L *'  ,he  w»!,s  ^vc  eyes,   and  ears,    X£ 
li«c,  for  my  guardian   is   made  acquainted  with 
every  thing  1  do-but  I  will  write ;  flritei)  H« 
ven  knows  if ,  shal.be  ever  able  to  .SSStLS^      ' 
ever   1  ||  |lave  ,t  ready.     1  saw  my  spark  thro*  the 
W  nd,  ln  a  long  discourse  with  Eigar^-that  FiS  ^ 
ro  s  a  good  creature  !   When  he  comes  I  shaJ lZ- 

9>  £„ier  Figaro.  /'A- 

F,V.  All  the  intelligence  I  can  communicate.  voUl 
may  command,  Signora,  "  .    "-are«  JOUl 

p.w'  -jV1'  ^aro  !  •*■  glad  to  sec  you. 

«,!«'£  y0U'  nradam'  '  »-Pe>ou  are  well,- 

«H8  morning.  .  • 

^05.  No,  Figaro,  I  am  ill-dying  with  ennui.      ,         , 
*ig.   I  hat  s  wrong.  Madam,  in  one  so  handsome 
and  accomplished  as  you  arc. 
JU$.  Alas,  Figaro,  what  avails  beautv,  or  accom- 

waflsT"  am  t0  bC  eyeX  ShUt  UP  W*th'n  thcse 

Fig.  Ah  ;    to-morrow  opens  vour  prison,   <rjve<, 

Swtolo01116  Wed<lin^*cake'  and  makes  you  Madame' 

Rot.  Never,  Figaro  ! 

n^-iJhe  P00*01"'8  this  moment  returned  with 
JJasil,  big  prime  minister,  and  your  music- AJaster, 
they  are  now  closetted  together,  and  prosing  over 
the  contract.  f  .. 

Rot.  Then  it  wodld  be  a  pity  to  disturb  their  - 
dreams— so,  let  them  rest,  and  tell  me,  Figaro,  who 
was  that  with  whom  you  were  in  such  earnest  con- 
versation, under  my  window,  ju»t  now  ? 

■Ftg.  Oh,  a  charming  young  man— a  friend  of 


€  « 
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roine^a.  student  af  the  university,  of  great  expecta* 
tjon9  wondtrful  talent  and  uncommonly  handsome 

Mas.  You  give  him  a  high  character,  Figaro. 

Fig*18ot  more  than  he  deserves  Madam,  I  assure 
you  !~- He  is  a  dutiful  son,  an  affectionate  brother, 
and  a  kind  friend  ;  and  might  make  his  fortune  by 
marriaget  over  and  over  again, — but  he  has  one  very, 
great  fault. 

JRos.  Ha  !  what  is  that,  Figaro  ? 

Fig.  The  fool's  in  love,  Ma'am, 

Jlos.  Do  you  call  that  a  fault  } 

Fig.  The  greatest,  Madam;  what  right  has  a 
poor  young  man  like  this,  to  fall  in  love  ? 

Itos,  The  right  that  nature  gives,  when  she  makes 
a  poor  young  man  so  amiabk  !  What  is  his  name, 
Figaro  ? 

Figf  His  name  is  Lindor,  Madam, 

Jtos,  Poor  Lindor; — and  the  name  of  the  Lady, 
who  is  the  object  of  his  passion  ? 

Fig.  Ah  !  -  Madam,  that's  a  secret  not  to  be  di« 
vulged  ! — the  lady  herself  don't  know  of  his  passion, 
his  diih'dence  is  so  great — he  never  told  his  love — 
but,  as  the  English  Poet  says — "  He  let's  conceal- 
ment like  a  worin  in  the  bud,  feed  on  his  damask 
cheek." 

AVv.  Heigho !  docs  the  lady  he  loves,  live  far 
from  this  place/ 

Fig.   Quite  close,  madamT 

Jtos   Is  she  of  this  neighbourhood  ? 

i-Vo-.  Of  this  city,  madam, 

Jios.  And  what  sort  of  a  person  has  she?    .   \ 

Fig.  Agreeable  beyond  compare  ;-n-Figure,  **a 
iwrti  point — Face,  smiling  and  good^naturedrr-hair, 
dark— eyes,  blue— cheeks,  rosy,  and  a  hand,  whose 
touch  would  thaw  an  icicle?  r  .:»' 

Hos.  And  her  name,  Figaro  ?  ■    .;> 

Fig.  Must  not  pass  my  lips,  Madam, , 
.    Jios.  Why,  Figaro  ?   •  . 
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•     Fig.  BecauseJ've  sworn  my  mouth  should  not 
sound  her  names  'till  she  changes  it  to  another, 

Ros.  But  I  have  seen  you  talk  with  your  fingers, 
Figaro, 

Fig.  (aside.)  The  devil  never  fail'd  a  woman  at 
invention  !  (he  jjxakes  the  letters  of  her  name  with 
his  fingers^  and  she  rcpcqts  them  with  the  signs* 

Ros.   II.  O.S.  I.  N.  A.—Kosina  V 

Fig.  The  same — Ward  to  Dr.  Bartolo. 

Ros,  Can  it  be  possible  ?  Sure  you  do  but  jest—* 
yet  I  will  confess*  I  had  half  imagined  it — but  tell 
me  all  ! 

Fig.  He  fell  desperately  in  love  with  you  at 
Madrid — follow'd  you  to  Seville,  and  if  you  will 
take  him,  poor  as  he  is,  he  will  rescue  you,  of 
perish  in  the  attempt. 

Ros.  Can  I  believe  you,  Figaro  !  ! 

,F7g\  No,  Ma'am,  don't  believe  me — 4ct  him 
come  and  tell  you  himself.  f^T^T      '/    - 

Ros.  Come  here  !  Are  you  mad  ? 

Kg'*  Suppose  you  sec*d  him  a  letter  ?  ., 

Ros.  A  letter  !  Can  you  think  I  could  be  soim-» 
prudent  ? — Impossible  ?—  Impossible  !  Mich  con- 
duct would  extinguish  every  Spark  of  love, 

Fig.  That  depends  on  how  the  spark  is  attach'cj; 
the  same  breath  that  blows  but  a  Candle,  can  blow 
it  in  again  \ — a  rude  blast  will  extinguish  a  torch, 
while  a  soft  breath  will  light  up  a  furnace  1     , 

Ros.  1  can't  write,  but  I'll  send  him  a  message. 
Tell  him,  Figaro,  out  of  friendship — only  out  of 
friendship — that— -I-l-I  don't  know  what  to  say, 
I'm  sure!  .     .  ^  ,  :< 

Fig.  Say  nothing,  Ma'am,  but  \yrite  !— Lord  !   I 

am  the  worst  at  delivering  a  message  in  the  world,; 

''tis  ten  to  one  but  I  say,  you  were   stark  mad  with 

joy<  and  quite  impatient  to  see  him.         i  ;tv!    ;     , 

'  •   Ros.  Heaven  forbid,  Figaro  !— then  you  think! 

had  better  write  ?  !        j.        ,v 

pFig,  Certainly,  Ma'am,  write  instantly !      \ 

,    -  •   '  ."        I  -•«  '•  •  i/J  •■■■  -      •  •  ,'■  :;></. ■'.]!) 
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v  Jtifo-Wejj,  Vi&ro +-(dra*s  a  letter   from    lir 
bosogl^  then  take  it !      h       "T 

Fig,  Pretty  innocent !  {imitating'  her  )  "  1  can't 

write — such  conduct  would  extinguish  every  spark 

•      of  love."— Oh,    Woman  !  Woman  !  f  ho\r  a^t  you 

y  ^_  are,  and  how  little  teaching  do  you,  want  ! 

^^T       Bart,  (without.)  Whai,!  not  one  rascally  Servant 

in  the  way  !  .'./." 

Ros.  Heavens!  my  gttardiaiH-~lf  he  finds  you 
with  me,  he'll  suspect  a  thousand  thhnrs  !—  \  \ 
•  Fig.  Fear  nothing ;  I'll  slip  down  the  back  stair?  -yL 
and  attend  my  patients,  Argus,  and  Tallboy— to 
whom  I  have  administered  a  prescription  which  will 
be  rather  unpleasant.  I'll  then  11  v,  and  deliver  your 
prescription  to  Lindor,j which  will  revive  his  hopes 
and  conjure  him  here,  in  less  time  than- you  expect, 
so  be  prepared  !  j  ^  \ Exit 

■    Bos.  1  shall  be  all  anxiety,  'till  I  know*  w_  hat  'his    * 
plans  are  !— I  declare,  1  tremble  so  already,   1  can 
s  carcely  stand,  and  here  comes  my  tyrant !   (sits  to 
her  tambour  and  sin ^s.)    /&/&  £**&/*  1  ig 
■  '—Bart.  Oh!  a  plague  of  that  figaroT^I  never  let 
Him  into  my  house,  but  he  does  me  some  mischief ! 
Ros.  What  now,  Sir  ?  what  has  Figaro  done  to 
vex  you  now  } 

*2L*M*.  Done  !— the  dartin'd  Barbering-Surgeon,Mn  ' 
ten  minutes,  has  laid  up  my  whole  family  "L. not*  * 
Servant  has  escaped  him  .»— he  has  given  tlTe  Fool- 
man ^Sleeping-draught-^the. Cook,  a  Sweat—the 
Coachman  a  Sneezing-powder— ne  has  ble\d  the 
Porter  in  the  foot,  and  clapp'd  a  piaister  on  the 
single  peeper  of  the  one-ey'd  Mule  " 

Mob.  If  you  want  any  thing,   Sir,*  Til  attend  you' 
with  much  pleasure.  J         * 

vnfTf;  n°U  a/reSTarka^  obliSinS  *«%.  Rosina 
IZulZ    y  °tT^d  *<*»■»   «  Song,   and  more 

whip  it  upT        ,nt°  thG  StreCt'   f°r  SOraebod>   to 


th/^'ni  dr°PPed  'l1*  aCcident»  Sir  I  ™*  P^U  if 
the  wind,  or  some  chance  passenger. 
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Warl,  Yes,  yes,  the  wind  !  there  is  Something  in 
the  wind,  I  believe  !— And  the  chance    passenger  / 

was  waiting  to  pick  up  any  paper  the  Lady  might  A' 

drop  on  purpose  by  accident. 

lios,  Your  suspicions,  Sir,  are  as  unfounded,  as 
they  are  offensive  !  X^'ff" 

Bar.  They  are  offensTve7~Rosina,  because  the* 
are  not  unfounded.— I  dare  say,  I  am  not  right  in 
suspecting  that  Figaro  has  been  with  you  ?    ifo  fcJJ£*-<J.4r>i 

llos.  Why,  sir  are  you  jealous  of.Figaro  ?  /-  -  r-71 r- — r 

Bart,  Figaro  is  a  man,  Madam  I  r"        7/ 


?■ 


Ho*.  And  must  I  be  in  love  with  every  man,l  sec?    '    ' 

Wart.   I  don't  know.  -"«  .  ^ 

lios.  Yes,  you  do,  Sir;  for  I  see  you  every  day, 
without  beinsr  in  love. 

Bart.  That's  not  to  the  purpose— -Has  not  Figaro 
brought  you  hu  answer  to  the  billet  you  dropped 
out  of  the  window  * 

Ros.  Continue,  sir,  to  insult  me  with  your  un- 
generous surmizes — I  know  I  must  bear'it. 

Bart.  And  Figaro  has  not  brought  you  a  letter  ? 

Bos.  No,  sir,  on  my  honour. 

Bart.  And  have  you  written  no  answertoany 
thing  he  has  brought  ? 

Ros.  No,  sir. 

Bart.  Perhaps  you  have  not  written  at  all  ? 

Ros.  No,  sir. 

Bart,  (catching  hold  of  her  hand,  )  Then  how 
came  your  finger  mark'd  with  ink  ? 

Ros.  Ink,  sir — that's  a  burn — I  burnt  my  finger 
and  it  made   a   mark,  so  1  put  some  iuk  on  it,  to       ; 
send  it  away.      > 

Bart.  Oh,  you  burn't  it!    and  did  you  burn  one     ;    - 
oftheshectsof  paper  L  left  here  ?  There  were  three, 
and  there   are  but  two  remaining^— but,  I  suppose, 
you  put  some  iuk  on  that,  and  sent  it  away. 

Rot.  No,  sir — I — 1 — that  sheet  of  paper,  I  used, 
to  wrap  some  sweatraeats  in,  which  I  gave  to  Figaro.    l 

jiart.  Gave  Figaro  sweetmeats  ? 

Ros.  Yes,  sir,  for  little  Agnes. 
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Bart.  And,  who  the  devil  is  little  Agnes  ?     r 

Ros.  His  niece,  sir. 

Bart.  1  never  heard  of  her— he  has  no  niece, 

Ros.  Oh  !   yes,  yes,— little  Agnes,  a  baby* 

Bart.  Oh !  you  wrapt  up  some  sweetmeats,  to 
send  by  Figaro,  to  the  little  baby,  which  of  course, 
must  have  wanted  directing,  for  I  see  the  pen  has 
been  used  lately,  as  the  ink  is  yet  wet  in  it: 

Ros.  No,  sir,  I  used  that  pen  to  draw  a  flower 
for  my  tambour. 

BarU  A  flower !     what  flower  ?    a  devil  in  a 

bush  ?  "  . '    ' 

Ros.  It  wasn't  Heartsease,  I  m  sure,  sir. 

Bart.  Oh,  Rosina,  Rosina  !  you  attempt  in  vain 
to  impose  on  me!    In,  in  to  your  chamber  ^Cand 
with  the  Lattice  lockM  on  one  side*  and  this  door  ; 
on  the  other,  perhaps  I  may  secure  you. 

Ros.  My  person,  but  not  my  mind,  that  is  as  free 
as  air  ;  nor  bolts,  or  bars,  can  ever  fetter  that. 
yf.^'2}  •  [She  goes  in — he  looks  the  door.} 
T^Rart.  Oh,  woman,  woman!  thou  beauteous  bit 
of  mischief;  how  you  torment  us  through  life. — at, 
twenty,  you're  pleasing,  at  forty,  teazing,  and  ever 
*tter  a  perpetual  blister.        /        ,       /  \l7    <  U 

— SORG7- 


J 


f 


.  ■ 


■Bartolo. 

'■         t -  •      i 

Woman-kind  *    ■ 

Are  dtfiu'd, 
Truly  worst  of  life's  vexations ; 
.   All  their  joy, 
Man  and  boy,   .... 
Is  to  make  us  slavts  : 

Thro*  all  ages,    :  ' ' 

Still  they  plague  us,  .    1i  ! 

Stir  oar  passions,  try  our  patience  I 
<  harms  that  grieve  us, 
Never  leave  us 
'Till  we're  in  our  graves.  '  •*•  > 

For  woman-kind,  he      .  :r  } 

Never  vet 
\V  as  a  uet 
Half  bo  strung  as  woman's  beauty  i 
Pull  aud  strain, 

■ 

All  iu  vain,        '  * 


M  1. 


■ 


»/ 


-/urirAjt  p^  fc  jt 


4  *  /  i? " 


/*/ 


A/t/. 


te*ffo  z*<2  ** 


►  •   ■ 


4/At.  das,/. 


~    d/ffa. Afa/itt-Sju^^ 
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» 


it  . 


Never  will  it  break  ; 


•••  • 


When  *he\free*   */£. 
You're  Queasy.     ^ 
'  '»     \  '•  -'I     Then  *lis  pleasure,  rapture,  duty,        .x         v 

To  besi^hinsr, 
.  '  , .    '  *     ..:      •     Cringeing,  dying,      ■  , 

For  the  gi^sey's  sake.  .' 

For  women-kind,  fcc        \\l\V\\\\ 


.  n--- 


Warm  and  cold,. 
Shy  and  bold, 


.■ 


If) 


Never  certain  long  together ; 
t|  Foul  and  fine,. 

Hain  and  shine, 


!  >  I      T  .'  \ 

,     HJIII     I1IIU    BIIIIIC,  .  .  \' 

Calm,  and  brreze,  and  squatl !.       '  /"     '.-'}*-     . 


Always  ranging',  ..  I 

Shifting,  changing,    |  J      . 

Quicker  than  the  wildest  weather!  . 
/hikJttt%+~4    wkmtimg,  vexing, 

Never  fixing ;  '         ~~  '■  — 

'      /      Devil  take  'em  all !  . .        .  I  .  '  )    .Vi 
For  woman-kind,  kt • 
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'■!   !'-•:-  .''SCENE  III.;  v       »/,   .-        v.. 

Ul  ill   :,-  .!.-  -   i.  "       ■>•   '!'-:    -'If   '<fli  '* 

^   Chamber.      ^]^l\' '-' <;"'y « 

-    Jr£.l./r      filter  MaRCBLLINA* .»     r,"  f  ;'■','?  r.'.'?^^ >•— 

—  ■  1111  •  f  f       *  * •  •  ••/ 

il/ar.  What  a  disagreeable  house  this  is!  nothing 
but  noise  and   snarling  j    iny  old  master  may  lock 
Hosma  up,   but,  if  my  spark,  keeps  his  word,  she'll 
soon  be  released,  in  .spite  of  him  }fa.  knocJarrr  at  ///.2  /] 
the  street  door .1  Whom  have  we  here?   {Knocking 
repeated.]  The-  Don's  in  a  hurry,  whoeverne  ma^      ^ 
be;  Weti,  f  I  must  be  Porter  to-day,  for  not  a  man    "«= 
j   servant  in.  the  house  but  ;  Figaro  has  disabled. 
(Knocking  again  J  ;      i.  „  ,    ,         ,:;,  Y3%> 

;  1  (  inter  BARtbLfrr/£/£^~  >-f  ^ 

Bart.  Hey-day  i   what  thundering  noise  is  this  \f/?wJ/. 


Is  the  house  Ton  fire*,  or,  are  We.fecsieged.?/  \\a'£^     *>;///>. 


7//x 
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*  f    ' 

Mar.  Ueseiged,  I  dare  say,  sir,  for  they  arc  sol- 
diers that  are  so  clamourous. 

Bart.  Soldiers  ?    what  the  devil  have  I  to  do 
i  with  soldiers  ? 

i  Mar.  You  know,  sir,  the  whple  City's  full  of 

them ;  they  Hre  quarter^  iu  every  house,  aud  these 
'         K\  suppose,  fall  to  your  share,  .. 

J  ,  Bar.  Oh  !   this  completes  my  misery  !     I  dare 
i^not  refuse  them,  and  yet  I  dread  to  let  them  in,—? 
Argus!  Tallboy!    Come,  and  answer  Uie  door 
Argus,  I  say  !  v 

//f./f/f-      Enter  Argus,  {stretching  and yawning 
...     -=73 jj  t  you  are  here,  sir  ?~  : .  I 

Arstu*.  A— a— a — h— ah  ! — did  you  a — a — ab— 

csl a — a — 11 — sir  r 

Bart.  Call,  sirrah  ! — aye,  don't  your  hear  the 
•    i    knocking  at  the  door?  its  loud  enough  to  wake 
the  dead,  old  opium — where  have  you  been  ? 
Argus.  Sir,  I  wa — a — a    a 
Bart.  Was!  contriving  some  roguery. 
Argus.  No,  sir;.  Fig-^i-— a— ro  f—  i— ound  me 
very  ill,  and  ga — a— a — ve  me  a — a — a  draught  to 
compose  me. 

Bart,  Compose, — a  scoundrel — How    dare   he 
jive  you  a  draught  without  my  prescription  ?— 
Where's  Tallboy?  Call  him  to  me. 
;  Argus\  Tall— rb — o— o-^y  ?  -^  S/  .'.  / 

Bart.  Shut  your  mouth,  you  fool,  and  let  me  call 
bim,  myself— Tallboy?  Tallboy  ! 
/j//~*  Enter  Ta lldqy,  sneezing^  i:'<-\  i 

"7a//.  Atchj  !— ihere, — here — Chi- — chi— — here, 
sir.  

Bart,  The,  fellow  will  sneeze  his  head  off. »'    J 
•    Tallbl  I've  'sneez'd  above  fif— fif— fif— atchi— 
fifty  times  in  a  minute. — It   ha*   shook — shook— j 
shook — Atchi  l-^Qhf   shook  nie  to  pieces. 
c    Bart.  Hark  ye,  rascals  !  ,      •  .  r    % .   '„  -    ' 

Argus.  Ye— e— es,  sir!    4  ;  -!  (       I  „,    ':,'    , 
Tall.  Ye-ye-itchi  1  yes,  Sir!      |  W»f{ 
*V(Loud  knocking  at  thedoor.) 


• 


'/  ' 


• 


A%ftAt'/i#  tffffy  /iff . 


--■ 
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iwl'  J?™  J  y°U  gap',n^  8neezing  scoundrels  ! 
lheres  some  roguery  al  the  bottom  of  this—Get 
about  your  business  !-I'J|  g0  te  the  d        m      ft* 

wStol  i  J  a"?  AtZ"s-Th*y  ^„  give  no  inter-  '  ^^ 
Za  Z„i?  £UT  lovers-B«t.  Rosiria  is  ldck'd  up,       " 

u  whi  j£  , > y  K  ?et  ad mi,tance  in,° the  h°«s«     — 

Of  it  q     6  add,t,onal  ingenuity  to  get  her  out 


■fitter    Barton    W-^.,      ,....-.r    ,r  (f 

gQPST.JLLiUTiTA  from  ent,rln„li,.„  n^.-~ 
d^msed  as  an  Officer,  and  afM.  drunkfrin^     {jUSt 

JS*£££L  WOaldd— the  favor  to  walk  ^m 

JS^k  to° '  Gh' dear  !-This  **>"  ^u 

tniSi!"*''  Y°U're  quHe  "siu'    Sir"^1  do  lik«  ft 

exfrnnt,  S?&  I- iCre  *  taV* a  pri  vile^ *hi<jh 
exempts  me  from  having  troops  quartered™  me. 

»h,. S  ye8>y°«  re  exempt,  quite  exempt, 

that  made  me  come;  .'.,..• 

■Bart.  Yes,  sir.  it  is  a  licence  which  expresslv 
states,  I'm  not  to  have  one—  expressly 

CratfC.  No,    hot  one-fsUppine.-fii^^P  ' 
Certamly     not  one-So,   there  are'iwo  oT^Sy,,   -  ^vift 
Comrade,  he  s  a  little  sober,  I'm  a.  little  mellow  von     • '  '     '      ' 

t  aw  n  ,hat*8  tbc  *»  -  -*ssys 

ufr.oSr!n0d0'    ^ere  ^our  billet, 
Count.  My  billet  fr     ' 

tl,Wa,r/'  -^y*  y°urr^llet :  for  my  exemption  &£. 
"out  with,  me*    rConrttteftJV,^  iLiVffl 

11  •*•  Cff«*f«  paper  front  his  pbclrer\~~^    -v*re» 


•  '  t  ' 


C<* wn/.  Aye  here  it  is  Suree.npg^b.[»W^e!Ni^tf< 
>ba*»f*<auLsit3  downA  Y  quite  exceedingly  pb)|t$, 
and  1  will  sit  down  with  ajpe'atdeal  of  pleasure. 

Bart.  Sir.  I  did'nt  ask  you  to  sit  dowty    .^,  ^      ' 

Count.  Oh,  my  dear,  sir,  you  areextrenaefy^in^ 
and  Til  accept  your  offer.  '.'.'•  K'ai'Mih 

Bart.  This   fellow'U  drive  me  mad-rl  ask  you 
once  for  all,  to  see  your  billet,  or  in  this  house  you  > 
don't  stay.  << 

Count,  Billet!  billet!  oh  yes,  you  shall  see  it, 
'    *it  is  but  right,  [rises  and  draws  his  sword)  Here  it 
is  ;   look  at  it,  ray  old  boy !.     f  ■ 

Bart,  {calling.)  Help  !  help  |  where  are  *H  the 
servants  ?   Oh  !  I  forgot !  where's  Basil  ?  [calling* 

flasil !  come  to  my  ^*te*mLu,£&,^. 

[The  Count  frpes  ur>.an<j-fifeeti  M arcelt.tna 
Count%  [in  a   tou)  and  auiet  voice.']  Where  is  my 
angel  confined  ? 
Marc.  In  that  room  ;  but,  be  prudent. 
Bar/,   [turns  and  sees  them  together*  Ah!     that 
she-devil  is  plotting  with  him-^-Wili  nobody  CQme, 
and   turn   thai  drunken  rascal  put  >    Basil!  why 
•don't  you  come  to  my  assistance  ?/ 

//'f/f//-.          Entes  B asi  l. /Sjjj^sj/mv*  JM/ 
Bas.  What  noise  is  this  ?            "V  • 

Barf.  Fetch  me  an  AlgUazile !  [violent  knocking* 
at  the  door. — Opens  the  door,  and  looks  out.] 
A7£*£Why,  here  is  another  of  them,  and  he  seems  as  far 
gone  as  his  comrade.  ''Li —  —  i--  -LI" 

■}•   :  FINALE,  'pl±,'L'' 


Fior 
Bar 


~ZU 


Fto.  Hollo  \  Louse  here  ! — Hey  !  good  people  !  ■  — -* '     L 

Hollo  1  bouse  here  1— Faith,  you'll  sleep  ill  1 
iar.    Who  can  this  be  ?— Ugly  fellow  I  -tf 

Druukeu  rascal,  thus  to  bellow  I 
Fior.   Hollo!  house  there!  All  are  still  here  !     " 
Bar.    Sigoor  Whiskers,  what's  your  will  h^re  f 
Fior.  Hey  !  oh,  oh  !— Pray,  how  d'ye  do,  sir  ? 
Bar.    Stupid  puppy  J    Who,  ore  yotjU  sir  > 
/7«r.  Are  not  you,  sir — but  steady— order  ! 

Dsclor  lLlardo  ?    "  »»  >C 
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/?<ir. .  What  Balardo  ? 

fror.  All  I   ab.  Dertoldo —  £e&M*.' &C~A*  * 

liar.  Pooh  !  fijjvi  Berioldo  V 

No  such  person— Tlea*  me,  fool,  do  ! 
Doctor  Uartolo  !  Doctor  Bnrtolo  ! 
.FioY.  Ah!  bravivsimo  f   Doctor  Barbara 
*'V  JBdr.  Provoking!  Who  wails  there  ?  -     . 

Basil !— Tallboy  !— Argus  !  here  ! 

if    •  Enter  Arovs.   /?.//>£ . 

yfrg-.  Ya-a«aw  !  Did  you  coll, sir? 
J?ar.  Yes,  the  dead  might  hear  me  bawl,  sir  1 

But  you're  had  a  elcepirig  dose  ?     ■ 
,<f  r#.  Ye^e-es-T-Fignro  gave,  it  to  compote.  \ 

Bar,  I'll  compose  him! — Tallboy  1' — here  I  ^ 

Enter  Talipot.      />&>$: 

Tall  I'm  beTe,  sir— C\\\—(Sn4excs.)zl  chi— oh,  dear! 
Bar,  Curse' your  gaping  nnd:  sneezing,  I  sure  shall  go  mad  ! 
But  I'll  be  rev«ilged  !   if  reTeug^  can  be  had  1  /^ 

I       Enter  ftps in  a.    2.  £.  /* 
Rosina,  Gracious  hc-ivcn  I    what  a  clangor  1 

What  haj  rnis'd  my  guardy's  auger  ? 
Eior.  £($l£z!!LJ  N°*'«  tha  lime,  sir,  give  the  letter  ! 
'Tie  your  Lindor  !  [to  /losing.]  • 

„-,      .  -  •      .    '  ,    f  Count  throws  a  letter. X 

Bar.j  &l**srJsiufr/i£**r/  1  hat's  ior  we..-    ]  v 

/tor.  No — stop  a  little  !   you  shall  see, 

^Prescriptions  on/y  are  for  you ;  '     ■    _-v     u     _^        .        , 

But  lellers  go  where  Ihey  are  due  1  /y/t'es  /Ai£»  /y^/A^a^y 
Hoi.    Charming!  Charrriiog  !   Oh  I  dcligMfuTT '"*    '*    ~      *~  r 

Bar.  Cbarro--the  devil  I    Oh  1   'tis  frightful!  ^ 
f?o*.   What  a  1W  I  here  lake  tbe"  letter  !     .      ^ 
Ever  thus  for  nought  you  school  me! 

{■Qives  a  wrong  paper,  . 
Bar.  {reads.]  "  List  of  dresses  1'*  I  know  belter  ! 

"Gowns  and  nightMraps  !"  They  but  fool  me  I  -  x 

Bravo  1    bravo !   all  his  right  now,  -  - 

Fortune  takes  the  lover's  part  a 
O'er  their  eVry  day  and  night  now, 
Love  bis  blessing  shall  impart*  ■,. 

Bar..   Plague  upon  *em  !   rage  aud  spite!  now 
Hack  my  brain,  and  tear  my  heart.  -" 

j       Enter  Fig  a  a  o.  /.//*>  /  l/J&JLfSXs  l7 
fig.    What  baa  happened  t  some  duplet  I    "    '4  "    r 

Can  I  help, you  .worthy  master? 
Bar.    Scoundrel  f  you  are  in  the  plot,  sir. 
fig*     'Pon  roy  .honour,  lam  not  sir.       '       .   .  .'.'.,  \  , 

Eos.  \  ■  '   ~  '  '  r  '    rr "  ' 

Fior.  VStay  your  hand,  air  I  he  is  not,  air* 
ftJor.J  y  •' I 
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*'2£'  Enter  Basil. //S»7  /A.? s/lft/ 


.   /Us.     Hold  !  there,  hold  !  why  all  this  stunning  1 
Half  jour  good  neighbours  this  way  running. 

Bo*  ng.  V 

fi.  Mar.    J.  Bush  !    hash  1   he  quiet,  let  us  all  agree,. 

&  Basil.  J  Z-2S.    XKnocUng witlout.** 

,   AUf       Sounds  of  authority  I   WhTcan  they  be  t  ' 
.     -      4     Bar.     Who's  there  ? 
<-+* '  Z'JZ  ♦  Soldiers.  \withoutA  Admit  us,  and  y  ou, shall  see  , 

Jfl.       The  soldiers  1    Admit  thrift  I  J/J&/&, cyf**^ 

Enter  Officer  and  Soldiers  ,iJ/i#  /AJl^€ 

Offieer.  Staid,  goodTpeople,  quick;  obe/  us  I 

Tell  the  reason  of  this  noise.  ' 

Barm     Sir,  these  soldiers  have  abus'd  me, 

Like  a  very  dog  have  ua'd  me  I 
{3asil.    Sir,  these  soldiers  are  the  cause  heref 

.     Of  the  riot,  and  the  noise  here. 
JFt£.      Sir,  I  came  to  see  the  clatter. 

But  know  nothing  of  the  matter  t 
Fior.    Sir.  that  wicked  old  curmudgeon 
Bos.  tjr"l  Pray,  sir  pity  the  poor  fellow, 
Mar.   J  Wiue  has  made  him  rather  mellow*  '.  V 

0$»c*r.Silence  !-r-I  hear  ye—  Hark'ee,  fellow  |  - 

You're  our  prisoners— quick  away  1 
Ftor.    Gire  the  paper,  Sjgnor,  prayj  L 

We  your  prisoners  f  pr*y  thtc,  stay* 
fFioreUi  fthes  Officer  a  protection— the  Officer  salutes,  fmd 
Soldiers  sheath  their  swords— Bar  tola  is  petrified.] 


.t       » 


TRIO, — Rosina,  Fiorclli  and  Basil, 

•^ ■       •         11---         — 

*»,.  ......  .^., . .  .. .«_., .  _   .  ..,,<. 

\      Cold^qd  immoveable 

\  As  s«ulj)lur,d  fear  I         I  •  •    -  .; 

\;    All  pow^r  has  left  him  / 

^■'    To  see,  or  hear.        ,  I-  '•/,!. 

(Barlofa   recovers.)    .     .,      ,  4i<- 

fiar.      But,  good  sir-*  '  ' 

C'Aoms.  Hold  your  your  tongue  !     * 

Bar.      I'm  a  man— _  *..'■.>  • 


Bar.     I'm  a  man-. 

Chorus.    x  •'•<    Get  along! 

Bar.     That's  my  ward—  ! 7     «vl 

Chorus.  Pray  have  dona !     \ 

Bar.     Andlsaw— .  — 


•a 


pAffws,  •  Wn  are  gone. * 
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Bar.  Rot.  I 

$  Yet  if  we— 

Basil.    | 

Gbrtj*.  Do  not  bawl! 

Bar. Rot.  "| 

$T        fOnlr  hear- 
ken/.   J 

c*0"««  Silence,  all ! 

End  your  quarrels  !— Leare  the  ground  | 
AIL  What  confusion  I    With  the  dinning, 

Round  my  (his)  giddy  head  is  spinning  J 
.  ,         No  one  ending,  each  beginning  ! 

All  in  rage  and  clamour  drown*d  1 
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s/a*** Jkifr.,      »     u,  ACT  IL 

•  SCENE    !.         I    '       3 

A  Room  a4  Da. «lf«BTOirffe  adjoining  Rqsina's 

/  .:  j  .. .  Bautolo  discovered, 

Bar/»*Whata  scene  of  perpjexity  am  I  involv'd 
in ! — These  drunken  soldiers  are  not  known  by  any 
other  in  the  regiment,  and  yet,  on  a  sudden,  as  much 
respect  was  paid  to  them,  as  if  they  had  been  the 
Commanders  of  it.— I  have  my  doubts  ; — I  am  in* 
formed  Count  Almaviva  it  in  Seville,  and  means  to 
make  proposals  of  marriage  to  Rosina. — How  can, 
«  I  justify  the  refusal  of  such  an  honourable  match  ? 
Basil  advises  some  scandalous  story,  which  may 
set  her  against  him  ;  but,  apreverse  girl  always  loves 
in  opposition  to  reason — and  to  tell  her,  her  lover's,  ~ 
a  rake,  is  to  mako  her  more  determined  to  have 
him,vf(a  loufflctfock.)     Who's  there  ? 

Enter  Count  dressed  as  a  Music  Master,  and  as* 
sinning  a      vert/    sanctified    appearance — -bows,  y 
vert/  low. 

Heyday  I  whom  have  we  here  } 

Count,  Peace  and  happiness  be  with  you,  Sir, 

[bowing. 

Bart,  Much  obliged,  Sir;   but,   my  peace   and 
happiness  are  not  likely  to  be  disturbed,  except  by- 
intruders. 

Count,  Happiness,  and  peace  attend  you  ! 

[bowing. 

Bart,  Pshaw  !  may  I  ask,  Sir,  what  brought  you 
here  ?  who  are  you  ?  and  what  do  you  want  ? 

Count,  May  peace  and  happiness  fall  to  your 
lot  I  fbowinz* 
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:  ti/ir/.  Wa9\theje  ever  sucll  a  tiro<?6itio"bloct1lea(l! 
Sir,  I  must  insist  upon  it,  you  leave  this  bowing* 
uhtl  scraping,  ajid-tejl.mc  Who  you  are. 

Count.  My  name  is  Alonzo,,  a  'Bachelor  qf  Acts 
"a  licentiate, — pupil  to  Dort  Brfsil,  Organist  of  the 
Grand  Convent ;  who  has  the  honour, to  be  Music 
blaster  to  Madame  Rosina.  ,     " 

Mart.  Weljj  Don  Alonzo,  &c.  &c.  &c.  come  to 
the  point.— *lf  Basil  wanted  to  introduce  you,  <why 
clid  he  not  come  with  you  ? 

Count.  Alas  !  Sir,  it  was  not  in  his  power  \  sud- 
den illness  (I'm  shock'd  to  say)  confines  him  to  his 
bed,     ........ 

Bart.  His  bed  !  why,  man,  Jie  was  here  within 
this  hour. .       , 

Count.  I  know  it,  Sir  ;  but,  in  returning  tiome, 
be-c-his  foot — against  a  stone^— hishrfad— his  arm— 
leg — shook—( pretends  to  weep)  bed— oh! 

Bart.   Mercy  on   us  !   vou  frighten  me! — poor 
Basil  confined   to  his  bed— I'll  go  to  him  immedi-        \ 
ately — ^[taking  the  Count  by  the  arm.)    . 

Count.  Oh,  the  devil  1  (Aside.) — No«  no,  not 
absolutely  confined  to  his  bed.  only  to  his  room, 
Bit; — and  be  desired  me  to  inform  you — (com in '% 
rtcar  to  whisper  Bartolo-,  who  retreats  from  him  )—x- 
But  can  nobody  overhear  us? 

Barf.  No,  Sir,  no  one  can  overhear  us.  and  Vm 
jBorry  forit,  fori  suspect  vou  to  be  a  rogue  !  Oh.  you 
•  may  start,  and  fret,  but  I'm  not  to  be  imposed  upon  ;        <o 
— Speak  out,  speak  louder,  I'm  deaf.  >        Z, 

Count.  Oh,   with  all  my  heart! — {baiclin^)—* 
TCount  Almaviva,  who  has  changed  his  lodgings — 
I    Bart.  Softly  !  softly  ! 

Count,  Count  Almaviva  is  coming  this  evening. 

Bart.  (  Try  in  ir  to  stop  his  mouth) — Softly,  good 
Alonzo  I .  I  beseech  you,  softly,  softly  ! 

Count.  It  was  1  discovered  he^  was  in  love  with  x 
Rbsina,  and  that  she,  ignorant  of  his  rank,  bad  con*.  (   * 
trived  to  send  him  a  letter,  directed  to  him  under  /  ^^ 
his  feigned  name,  which  letter  1  got  possession  of.    ' 
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HarL  A  letter!— my  dear  friend,  lower  yoirf 
voice! — Rosioa  tan  overhear  us  1— Come,  tell  me 
all,— You  say  that  Rosina— - 

Count*  Yes,  sir,  I  do  say  that  this,  and  much 
more  I  discovered  ;  but  really,  your  uncivil  beha- 
viour—  » 

Bart.  I'll  be  very  civil  now ;  but  pray  Speak 
lower* 

Count.  Why*  you  are  deaf,  you  say.  # 
Bart.  Yes,  when  1  don't  chuse  to  hear,  but  riow 
I  do. — I  am  so  beset  with  knaves, — but  1  beg  your 
pardon,  again  and  again  ! 
Count.  Sir,  I  am  satisfied. 
Bart.  Well,  you  have  got  the  letter,  you  say  \ 
Count.  Yes,  but  you  say  she  cau  overhear  us, 
Bart.  No,  no,  not  if  you  speak  low:  but  I'll  be 
-  sure  that  she  is  safe.      {Goes  softlyi^to  Ilosina** 

Count.  So — 1  have  brought  myself  into  a  fine 
Scrape,  by  my  scheme  to  gain  his  confidence  !  if  I 
don't  shew  him  the  letter,  I  go  back  no  better  than 
I  came !  but,  if  I  do,  arid  by  that  means  gain  an  in- 
terview with  Ilosina,  1  could  apprize  her  of  my  mo- 
f\f£9  apd  it  would  be  a  master  stroke  of  intrigue. 

Bart,  [return*  on  tiotoe^]  All's  safe  !  all's  snu; 
Now  let  me  see  the  letter* 

Count.  There>  sir.  tsrivhsr  it  J 

Bart.  *Tis  her  hand,  sure  enough  !  (read^S  i'ffyfrj* 
Tortured  and  imprisoned  by  an  ugly  old  Monster.*'  ySS- 
Oh!  the  perfidious  slut! — the  jade — the-^ 

Count.  Now  return  me  the  letter  again. 

part.  NOj  no,  I'll  keep  the  letter. 

Count.  You  keep  it — Oh,  if  you  pleaae-^But  t 
tad  a  plan,  with  the  help  of  that  letter,  to  make  her 
renounce  Count  Altnaviva. 

part.  How,  how,  my  good  Alonzo? 

Count,  Why,  I  did  intend  to  show  her  the  letter, 
te)l  her   that  Lindor  had  betrayed  her,  boasting  ot" 
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h  er  favors,  given  her  letter  to  Count  Almaviva— 

Bart.  I  see,— *I  perceive ! — a  lie !  a  piece  of 
scandal!  the  very  thing  Basil  proposed  !  I  gee  now 
you  are  a  pupil  of  his  I— But  how  shall  I  introduce 
you  to  her?  Had  I  not  better  say,  (as  Basil  is  ill) 
that  you  are  come  in  his  Stead,  to  give  her  a  lesson 
of  music? 

Count.  Excuse  mej  Dr.  Bartolo — the  auspicious 
tendency  of  your  disposition,  induces  me  now,  to 
decline  any  interview  with  your  ward. 

Batt*  Pho,  pho!  I  can  have  no  suspicion  of  vou 
now,  my  dear  friend  !— Pray,  oblige  me.-«-See  her, 
and  tell  her  the  contents  of  this  letter,  and  what  use 
the  Count  made  of  it.— +(tn  a  whisper)  I  can  tell 
you,  there  is  something  in  your  appearance  that  she 
wont  dislike. 

Count*  Do  you  think  so? 

BarU  Pm  sure  so — I  thought  so  the  moment  I 
Baw  you.— I'll  go  and  fetch  her  to  take  her  lesson. 

Connti  Do  so  ;  but  not  a  word  of  tfie  letter* 

BarU  Not  a  syllable  1— forme  to  mention  it  to 
•her,  would  ruin  the  plot* 

Count.  It  would  iudecd.-— 'Mum  ! 

Bart.  Snug  !— Pm  rto  fool*  . .  \Eih.  //// ZJJf- 

Count.  Perhaps  we  shall  be  able  to  «iake  you 
one,  old  gentlemen!  the  letter  was  a  lucky  thought.. 
—She  comes !  how  my  heart  beats  with  joy !   .; 
Enter  Bartolo.  and  Rosina  reluctantly,  gr/<f  tfM 
fi-f*'  —         h*r  back  to  the  Count. 

Bos.  But,  sir,  I  am  not  in  spirits  to  take  a  lesson, 
and  1  hate  a  strange  music-master. 

Bart,  But  you  won't  hate  Signor  Alonfco,— Do, 
take  yourlesson,  if  only  out  of  civility.-^Basil  being 
ill,  this  worthy  man  has  come  to  attend  you,  and  it 
Would  be  rude  to  send  him  away  without  his  errand. 

Bos.  Well,",  who  is  the  fright }-~{ Turns  round     > 
and  screams  at sr.clrtb  hir^  J.U-AK  I  r 

Bart.  What's  the  matter  child  ?  :         ,  ** 

Ro*.  Heavens,  sir  I  ■       .       . 

•  •  •  >• 


44         tffatf  BARBEtt  6^>6&V»liL€. 


i 


-Tart.-  Are  ynu  taken 'fllj-Rbsina?^- ••;*■•'■  vpV*r««':K  ^ 
jfcof.  No^-not  ill,  sir.-— but — (Bart,  catches  her 

.fry ike  arm.)       .       ^*     «  ;  ;  *     ♦ 

Co imf.  In  turning  about— ■ .;t 

ri«J?o«.^My  foot  slipped  under  me.     • 
mtv    Count,  Yes,  J  perceived  it,  madam.  V  ' 

J?ot.  Oh,  sir,  when  I  turn*d  round,  it  went  quite 

to  my  heprt-F — f{9Jzki»g-Mt  A^maviv^-) 
S '  Bart.  Sit  down,  sit  down,  child  !-— Alonzo,  take 
hold  of  her  a  moment !: — (He  gives  her  to  Almavivay 
'and  goes  to  the  hack  of  the  Stage  for  a  chair,) 

Count.  (Whispers  in  a  hurried  manner  J  I  have 

e'i  thousand  things  to  say  to  you.  

V    J?o5.  He'll. not  leave  us  a  moment.       -  «j 

■  r   Count*  Figaro  will  be  here  presently  to  assist  us. 

Bart,  ( ft rin^rin sr  a  eha ir.)  Come,  sit  down,  .my 
dear. — [Asids  to  Count.)  Was  ever;  any  thing*  po 
-provoking?  Now,  I'm  sure  I  shall  not  be  able  to 
prevail  on  her  to  take  her  lesson. — Well,  Rosina, 
you  shan't  be  plagued  now  with  music;  tomorrow 
will  do.— Good  day,  Alonzo. 

Bos.  No, — stay,  young  gentleman  j  'my  foot  is 
much  better-— a  little  music  will- com  pose  my  spirits. 

Count  [Aside  to  Bart.)  Let  hex4  have  her  way — 
m  -J  don't  oppose  her.  

Bart.  Well,  my  rose-bud,  if  you  chuse  it,  Signor 
Alonzo  shall  stay,-r-ahd  I'll  stay  and  attend  you, 
while  you  take  your  lesson.  .'....... 

Ros.  No— you  hate  music,  sir, — we  shall  de 
much  better  without  you. 

Bart.  But  your  voice  always  enchants  me.  Ros* 
ina,  and  I  won't  lose  a  note  of  it,  . 

Ros.  {Aside.)  Provoking?  .'-'•*•       '.  .  ' 

Count.  The  Doctor  is  quite  right,  madam ;  pray, 
•  let  me  have  the  honor  of  giving  my  lesson  in  his 
'presence, 

Bart.  Aye,  aye;  let  us  have  the  Piano  Forte 
moved  this  way.  .'..'.. 
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1 

{Ilv  goes  up- the  Stage  with  his  back  towards  them, 
and  pulls  the  Instrument  (loan — white  lie  is  tic- 
iuff  thi$m  then  both  speak,) 

Count.  What's  to  be  done  ?  I  can't  sing  a  note, 
v\  N  and  know  no  more  of  music  than  of  Chinese. 

Bos,  Strum  a  few  chord*,  it  will  answer  the  pur- 
pose quite  as  well. 

Count,  Admirable!  [Kisses  her  hand*  and  then 
runs  up  officiously  to  assist  Bartolo.)— LeTme  help 
.you,  sir. 

( Then  bring  the  Instrument  down^  and  Almaviva 
places  three  chairs, — one  /orBartolo.  on  his  /eft, 
— one,  for  ftosina  on  his  right, 
1  Count,  [Taking    up   several  pieces    of  Alus\ct) 

*    .     Which  is  vour  favourite  study,  Madam  ? 

'he  song  in  the   Key    A;  she  prefers—    , 
hand   it  to   me,   and  I'll  shew  you  a  passage  in  it, 
which  1  think  very  chromatic,  and  objectionable. 
Count.  Oh,  yes,  sir-— the  song  in  A.  certain'y. 
[He  turns  them  all  over,   not  k)iowinp  which  it  is. 
llosina,  pulls  the  comer  of  one*  which  Almaviva 
haruls  ovcrMithe  DoclorT 
Bart,  Aye  now,  look  here. 
f  While   Bartolo    is  looking  at  the  song,  the  Count 
and   Rosin*  laugh,  and  make  significant  gestures 
\  at   each    other +  which    Bartolo //</r//y  sees,  and  be~ 

gins  to  be  a  tittle  suspicious— ~nc  c]ian<jres Ins  places^ 
.     pMU+r^t-Jjis~-rJ^~rr   between  them— Count  looks  re- 

marka u hf  sa nctifrrfj, /Jtif  Yj*/? // >;///> ///j s/'Ss sr y> //ms  J 
,..       1  say,  look  here  !  I  think,  these  intricacies  are  barba* 
']\\  rous — but   it   is  the   modem  style  of  music — very 
fashionable*  but  v$ry  tiresometj  it  always  tnaJcts  me 
K        drowsy*  , 

*V  Bo*.'  But  the  sentiment  of  the  ballad  is  beatitifuU 

t  The  idea  is  spring  !    which  is  considered  the  youth 

of  nature,  emancipating  itself  from  the  cold  embrace 

of  winter!  Pity  amj  Sensibility combine  to  affect 

*he  feelings— Lore  and  gratitude  follow-rand  the  % 
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Sensations  are  those  the  slave  tastes,  when  blessed 
with  a  glimpse  of  charming  liberty  Is 
j Bart,  (fo  Count.,)  How  romantic  ! 

Count.  Do  you  perceive  the  allusion  ! 

Barf.  Too  well  !   plague  on  her  \  £*+*  "  Mj/a*4+  J[j 

Count  Now,  madam,  if  you  please," 

*  Aft  old  man  would  be  wooing 

/Z  A  damsel,  gay  and  young :    ^       J.    t   fj         /  , 

Put  she,  when  he  was  suing,  /*ctn.r^t*Z<r  *,tWt£  ^ 
,  .     For  ever  laugh  d  and  sung—  , 
«*  An  old  man,  an  old  man  wity  ne%er  ^q  for  (toe, 
«•  For  May  and  December  can  nerer  agree." 

She  sung  t jjl  he" was  dozing—  C 

■mmmmmm  A  youth,  by  fortune  blest, 

While  guardy's  eyes  were  closing, 

Her  hand,  delighted,  prest,  ,    % 

An  old  man,  &c.  /?a/»&^>  /ua^U^y 

Then  kneeling,  trembling,  creeping, 

I  tow  *twas  much  amiss ; 
He  watch'd  the  old  man  sleeping, 

Aud  softly  stole— a  kjss.  .   . 

An  old  man,  Jfc* 


-at  the  end  of  the  soti*.  he  awakes,  y 
«/>//^/    Brave  I   bravei!   Signora  ! a  charming  voice  and 
excellent  taste. 

B  art.  Well,  its  very  odd,  but  your  fine  pieces  aU 
ways  put  me  to  sleep!  Give  jtoe  one  of  your  old, 
fashioned  tunes  We  used  to  sing  formerly .^Musro 
jn  ray  time  was  quite  another  thing. 

Rqs.  Oh,  guardy,  I've  heard  you   sing  by  the 
hour  together,  when  Basil  has  been  with  you. 
;     Bart.  Basil,  gjrl,   could  never  be  persuaded  to 
fcing  as  I've  heard  the  Old  Schbol-^^isten  « 

SONG.-Bpr/nZn 

With  abewiching  mein,  ah  : 
Qb4  come  to  me,  Rosjna.  1 
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(Ttpctiks,)  It   is  Justina  in   the  Song,  but  I  make  it 
Rosinn,  in  compliment  to  my  ward. 

rSi/?rr^.J 

With  that  bewitching  mrin,  ah  ! 
Oh  !    come  »o  mt*  Knsliin, 
And,  in  my  arras,  oh,  Iran,  ah ! 

There  let  me  rhaunl  my  lay  ;  ^* 
Or,  if  you  more  incline,  ah  !  ' 

To  dancing  so  divine,  ah, 
Then  ibus  in  grart  we'll  l*\iue,  ah, 
,  With  minutito  &tvar.  y 

/A  <•/•//  ■ ^ - 

yS^FiQARO    Enters    during"  the   xovr-^j)£cninir  and, 

im  i  la  tr  mrli  ar 'tolo. 

Bart.  Ah, rascal  !  I'm  in  highs***]  hurfcuur,  or 
I  'should  cane  you  heartily  1  what,  trre  yon  come 
again  to  dose,  bleed,  and  lay  vrp  all  my  termiry,  for 
Brother  pretence  to  make  me  a  long  bill  ? 

Frg.  1  did  all  for  the  best,'6ir. 

Bart.  All  for  the  (bcst,  Mr.  Innocence  ;  ~wiiat 
did  yt)u  do  with  the  sweatmeats? 

Fig.  The  Sweetmeats  ! 

hurt.  Aye,  tire   sweetmeats  in  die  sh^et  of  pa- 
per ?  (Figaro  loote  xoufu&efltf/nt  Kosintr 
Ac<v,  Miss,  not  a  word,  or  you  are  gniKy  !  fTstn 
]to  Figfaro.^  the  sweetmeats  in  the  sheet  of  |»»per  ?-*■» 
Fho  did  yon  give  them  to  ?  ;?$ 
(Rosina  ialks  icith  hcr'jfj  timers.)  ;»i 
.•     Fig.  My  neicc.  t 

Bart.  Aye,  and  who  gare  them  to  yon  ? 
"    Fitr.  [ttill  looking^  Rosina! 

Bart.  Ah  I    I   don't  <k now  w hart  <to'Bfty4dvcmf 
~Jlr.  Barber!  "what brought  you  here, -now*?    Have 
you  any  letter  I  prevented  the  delivery  of  ? 

Fig.  Lord,  sir,  how  you  talk  !  Is  it  not  your  day 
to  be  shaved  ?  I  came  on  purpose  for  that< 

Bart.  Well.  Tin  hot  at  leisure  now!    dome* 
,Lagaih1>ye  and  nye. 

/%.  That'*  impossible,1;  *rr>  *  'have  totrmueb 
'business  to  call  twice  on  any  customer !  lFta  Tiot  a 

•         .        ■ 
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penny  Barber,-**  die  beck  of  any  Scrub  M  art*  Sur-> 
geon«Deutist,  and  Perruquier  to  the  Bishop  ot  Sala- 
manca !  I  only  do  my  particular  friends  the  honour 
to  take  lliem  by  the  nose,  so  perhaps,  >vhen  more  at 
leisure,  you  will  step  over  the  way  to  my  shop. 

Bart.  No,  sir,  1  shall  not  step  over  the  way  to 
your  shop.    . 

Fig.  Then  step  into  the  next  room,  and  I'll  shave 
you  in  a  minute. 

Bart.  1  shan't  leave  this  room  !  so  shave  me  here 

a,  sir#  .  ' 

AlVa.  Eig*  Here  1   'for;  shame,  sir !  how  can  you  be  so 

rude  to  a  strange  gentlemau  ?  X  #>&»^v£7 

Bart.  It  is  because  I,  wou't  be  so  rude  as  to  leave  ' 

a  strange  gentleman,  that  1  am  shaved  here ;  besides 

I  shall  have  the  pleasure  of  hearing  your  lessou.yr^j* 

j»v*  Fig.  [aside  to  Rosina.l  We  shall  never  be  able 

to  get  him  out  of  the  room  ;  [calU^  Here,    Argus  ! ....-, 

•Tallboy  ?  bring  the  Doctor's  shaving  things! 

Bart.  What  signifies  calling  them  !  haveyoi*  noj         ", 

laid  them  up  ?  >P"  .'.>■•' 

..-Fig.  Give  me  the  keys,  sir — I'll  fetch  the  things    ^ 
.myself!  they  are  in  your  chamber,  I  think.  4 

,    sBart.  Here  ! Tttoing  to  give  the  keys*    b^trecjj^ 
Jects  himself.lHoY  upon  second  thoughts,  I'll  fete  fr  _  *• . 
them  "myself,  [whispers  to  Count.]]  Alouzo*  have  an    .     .(*■ 
eye  upon  that  fellow  and  Itosina*  while  1  am  gone,     !-"*rt  • 
they  are  not  to  be  trusted.  '■.  ^  ,v s     \ Exit%       ftf* 

Fig.  How  unlucky  not  to  get  the  keys  !    lielze- 
bub  stands  his  friend,  certainly — Is  not  the.  key  of  > 
t£he  Lattice  of  your  window  among  them  ?  -A  '■. 

o     lios.  Yes — tis  the  newett  key  on  the  bunch.— - 

Hark.  ;.;;;; 

j7V7Si'Y0v&t      Re-enter  Bart&lo. ''rfa/n*/ /*/t'Aii£/ 

a — _ — _ ,    , — , — -        aagL 

to:r  part,  I'll  not  trust  the  barber— a  moment  s  fhne    ■ 
is  enough   for   him   to   cabal '  with   her.  [ aside  to 
"/V        ,; Count.]  Has  he  spoken  to. her? 

, Count. !  Not  .a  word— I  prevented  all  communi- 
cation.  "' *       ' >(n      -  '!  J> 


-  (?e/s~///t,  &*?/<£.  X  &/*//?*<// 


{*&#**&%  a/rl>ac/t 


*±/.        /fay//. 
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...  .Dart.  [T o  Fi^rnro.1  Here,  take   the  bunch  ;   you 

will  find  nly  things  up  stairs  in  theChina  closet,  but 

•  be  sure  to  touch  nothing  else*. 

Fig*  Nothing — nothing — [as   he   goes.']  but  the 

key  of  the  lattice.  .... 

\flc  takes  the  At//  off  the   Lunch —at  this  moment 

'■     the:  {Jptinti    who   sees    him  do  it,  and  yTshinrr  to 

eBurtolo  s  attention^  makes  a  vcri/  ht^Ti  tlou- 

.. »     rish  in  at;?g7/ig\  an  it  instructing  jjosina. 

i.    Bart,  .(jumps.xfi.)    \V  lcit   tlic  devil  are  you  at  ? 
fthat;snotthekey>:  ,V-.-      *         .      .^-     ^ 

•  V. •  fig*  X&&  » 1 1  s-r:  [aside  and  holding  \tupA 
Bart.  What  do  you  say  ? 
1    t$Mr?f'!Ffjf,  .1  said,  A.  flat  i3  the  key  he  wanted. 

Bart.  Go  ^bqut;  yoiir  basiness-y£z&J£.ri7  Fig.  />//W/»*//. 
(to  Alonzo^  .ta  q   ic/iispcr.)  1'hat's ThV .fellow  who  ttTTSTZT 
^  yarned  .the  letter,  to.  the  Count. 
uxec  .,  Q^u^t^  \  know it Js-^be  looks  lite  a  "knave/ 

Bart.  Oh,  a  great  rogue ! — I  thought  it  better  to 
.send  him  for  the  things,. than  leave  him  in  the  same 

room  wjth  her, 

Count.  He  should  nothave  talk'd  to  her;  I  wouli 
have  prevented  that. I /**<:' A**''  /3<»^W«.  j 
,     Bos.  tlpoa  ray  word,  gentlemen,  you  are  very  po- 
lite, to  be  whispering ;— Is  this  the  lesson  1  am  to 
have?  ...... 

%XX(  Noise  without  of  breaking  China.}  ft  X  X  /**&'& 
Bart.  Ob,  that  cursed  barber! — he  has  broken 
-all  my.  China. ......  .  [Exit  running. /;/£  6/rr/z_ 

.Count.  Beloved  Rosinaj— :ln  thismoment  which  t-wnj" 
Figaro  has  contrived,  let  me  conjure  you  to  sec  me 
in. the  evening,,  that  we  may  fix  the  time  to  rescue 
you  from  impending  misery,  jfy, 

Bos.  Impossible !-— my. window—  7^ 

Count.  Can  easily  be  scaled. — Figaro  has  the  key, 
—I  saw  him  \ake  it  off  the  bunch.— The  letter  you 
generously  sent  nte  this  morning — 
{The  door  at  the  back  is  thrown  ojisn.  and  discovery 
? -  &  forjyscrcw  staircase,  telth  V^tJqIo pulling  tjown 
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J   Figaro,  whetni  tvertf  itep,  Uts  /alt  same china 
-    tyo*  Bar  Colo  s  head^ 
7?c/rf,  What  are  "you  at,  villian  ?  Would  you  ruin 

JR>«  Don't  pull  so  !-Mhis  cursed  corkscrew  stair- 
ease  is  so  dark  and  narrow,  I  shall  break  my  neck. 
1  Bart:  {Pullintr  him  forward.)  Better  break  your 
..Beck,  than  my  china,  you  clumsy  knave. 
P  s     '  Fig.  Clumsy  V — if  there's  a  handier  man  in  the 
—     bouse,  I'll  be  hang-'d  ! — why,  look  here  !— -here'd 
.  the  shaving. basin,  thesaop  &  theTowel,  a!j  whole, 
youee  !— -1  have  broke  nothing  that  was  wanted  to 
shave  you. 

Bart.  How  could  you  break  a  pewter  basin  ? 
What  did  you  touch  my  old  China  for? 
*    Fig.  Why,  1  touch'd  the  old  China  because-*- 
because^-my  foot  slipp'-d,  and  bo  it  broke  ! 

Bart*  Ah  !  villain  !  yourfootwill  slip  some  day 4 
•  and  your  neck  will  break  ! 

'"'    Fig.  I'll  be  hang'd  if  it  does  !-***but,  come,  sir, 
be  shaved  ! — I've  no  time  to  stay,   and  you  keep 
me  here  talking  in  such  a  way,  it's  quite  a  shame  ! 
{During  all  this  Figaro  places  a  small  table  with- 
the  tkin<zs  to  shave  Bartolo,   and  at  as  great  tf 
V**  distance  as  possible  from  the  Lovers. 

Bart.  Hold  your  tongue,  you  impertinent  puppy 
—Now,  Aiorizo,  go  on  with  your  lesson. 
^Bartolo  places  his  Chair  no  as  to  command  a  *ight_ 


cen 

us 


of  the  Lovers— Figaro,  in  preparingygcts  bet  tea 
hi*  knees,    and   interrupts   his   viev~— takes  < h_ 
Wit*  <*//»  and  puts  his  nip-h(-cai)  on.   pulling  it 
over  his  cr/es—uurii^  this,  the  Count  and  Uo- 

-f*nn gl^  9n(^  ^ie  aitytai'S  to  be  instructing  hcr%~^ 
Figaro  heats' u/Ta  lather  in  the  B<7t7n7 
\Now,  Rosiua,  go  on  with  your  singing  ]  Q//zf  /J/tisJ" 

['  '         Enter  7*  asi U  /•  frfS 

\     Ros.  Yes,  Sir.  *.  .  \  ■  • 

Basil.  Dr,.  Battolo,  1  ha%e  some  intelligence, for 
you. 
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Count.  Basil,  as  I  live  I 

Bos.  Oh  I  heavens  !  *• 
^  Fig.  Oh  !  the  devil  ! 

Bart.  Ah,  my  friend !  .  \he  is  rhinir  in  haste-* 

Figaro  <fa6g  the  lather  in  his  facc.~\ 

Fig.  Sit  quiet.  I 

Bart.  Curse  your  impudence  1  thrives  it  o/T."| 
Figaro,  hold  ydur  hand  a  moment,— Why,  Basils 
I'm  glad  you  have  recovered  sd  soon  $  Alonzo,  here 
gave  me  an  alarming  account  of  you. 

Basil.  Recover'd  —Alonzo  ! 

Pig.  If  you  don't  sit  still,  and  be.  shaved,  I  must 
go,  \  holding  hi  in  fast  in  his  chair.) 

Bart.  Yes,  Alonzo,  your  pupil. 

Fig.  How  can  I  shave  ydil  if  you  talk  so  ? 

Basil.  My  pupil  ! — t  must  say— 

Cbunt.  Sajr  nothing,  Basil,— you  c^n't  tell  Doci 
tor  nothing  he  does  not  know  ;  I  told  him  you  had 
commissioned  me,  to  give  Signora  Rosina  her  lesion: 
In  Muaicj/*  fc/)/*i/*4>  1 

Basil.  LesSbn — -Music — I   don't    comprehend  ! 

iff o'es  to  RpsJna-!==J>>yrm>  (hit*  Hartoln /to*  /?js  . 

iricatcd  himself  from  Figaro. /J/,/S/Y#0 /v  a>  £fi&££**i 

Count,  {to  Bart.)  lell  him  quieuy  ThTt  weTiave* 
agreed  to  say  so. 

Baft.  I   will— I   will!-^ee^he  isJalkj.n^_ipl_v^/3, 
Rosina  now  !  I  fear  he'll  apoilall  I^Basil !  Basil  !    •  — 
don't  contradict  us-:-mind,  don  t  tell  ZtosiriaVyoii ' 
did  not  send  him  to  give  her  a  lesson  :  you'll  spoil, 
all,  if  you  do! 

Basil.  Very  well  i  I  Come  to  tell  you,  the*  Count 
hdd  changed  his  lodgings, 

Bart.  1  know  it^-be  quiet?  t 

Basil.  Who  told  you  of  it?  '     y 

BarL  Your  messenger,  Aloriztf,  to  be  surte.  )t/*f'<Zl 
k   Count.  Yes*   L^Don't  contradict  that;   you'll 


ns 


oil  all  if  you  *tt.  r fyx  *u /*  I      * 
Basil.  Oh,  I'm  not  to  contradict  niether,  r 
RoK  LAside  to  JBa*il)_  Can't  you  be  ail*nt  J 
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Basil,  What*  and  She  too.?;  1  <i.  ,!  .  ..W) 

Fig.  (dridd  Hold  your  peace* booby,  don H'djy 
a  word.  !  liv  >b  aiii  !  :■'  •  -'o  '•"*• 

i  J?a«7.  And  //a  too  J^rAVhy,  tthot»  <lo/yot>  wish 
to  deceive !  Every  body  seems  to  be  in  ifk&mcfi'U 
and  all  determined  to  keep  it  from  .one  smother*  v 
|  Caunt..  (Aside  to  DartV  It  will  bo  on  possible  for 
qifc  "to  say  any  thing  to  your  ward  about  the  County 
letter,  while  Basil  is  here — J  think,  you  had  betui? 
send  him  home  again,  h.i ■••'         ;  -m  =  It-:t"~~^-~t-:' 

Bar/.  You  are  righi-rl.  will.^^asil,  it  is  very 
good  of  you  to  come  out,  ill  as  you  are,  to  tell  me 
the  news  of  the  Count ;  but  you  bad*  better  now  go»; 
home,  and  go  to  bed.     (Turns  and  talfcs  to  Figaro.) 

Basil,    Oo  home  and  go  to  bed., 

Count.  Yes;  the  Doctor  wonders  you  would 
venture  out,  being  so  vmry  ill.  (Puts  a -purse  into 
his  hand^    „  ;.;,     i    ;  ,..  ,  .! 

Fig,  He  looks. like. a  ghost,  o)  :  f..i  (To  .flartolo. 

Basil.  [Looking  at  the  purse.)  Oh,  now  l.kegift 
to  comprehend. .  a    ..'■'.[ 

Bart.  (To  Figaro.)  What  do  .you- think  is  his 
complaint?"  .  \ •..••/*  .■•. 

JV**.  Yellow  jaundice,  I  think x  troubles  bim  at 
present.  ..-/■■.!      .    ? 

Bart.  Yellow  fiddlestick  !— I  think  it  is  a,  fever. 

Fig.  Let  me  feel  bis  pulse ; — 0  yes,  it  is  a  scarlet 
fever,  and  yery  catching.  (They  all  jump  awajt 
from  him. f   .  •    ;> 

AlltGo'to  bed,  Basil,  go  to  bed,    *   ,j 

Fig,  I  think  I.  had  better  bleed  Tiim  first; — put 
him  in  a  chair,  and  I'll  take  a  quart  or  two  of  blood 
from  him.  * 

Basil.  No,  I  thank  you  ! — I  don't  comprehend—, 
and  if  it  weie  not  for  the  purse — 
:.  Bos.  Don't  stand  muttering  there,  Basil  ;-~why 
don't  you  go  ?     Go  to  bed,  Basil. 

All.  Aye,  aye,  good  ni^ht ;  go  to  bed.— good 
night.     (He  still  seems  to  linger,  and  thtt/  all  keen 
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lima    if  pood  night"  and  gggAfgg  /ma        y 

Bos.  Thank  heav.c.0,  h£jf;  gone  at  last! 

Bart.-  Poor  man,  he  is  very  ill  indeed. 

Count.   His  fever's  high.    -V\ 

T7/^.  How  he  muttered  between  his  teeth.  But 
come,  sir, — now. pjeasectp,  be, seated.  {He  places 
xha\ 

AVe 

\'   Bon  I'm  all  attention 

Bart.  Stand  on  one  side  a  little,— I  can't  see 
*hem.    ,  ••  . .';,! ,.  ...ij      ,        .   t 

:  *   &*g*   I  Crying  as  if  in  great  j^iin) — O!   OIQ 
<lear !    O  dear! 

Bart.  {Jump*  *//>)'— -What's  the  matter  with  you  ? 

Fig.  Something  in  my  eye.  file  stamps  about 
Uill  he  Has  turnjed  Bartolp  with  his .bqck  to  the 
■lovers.)  Oh*  my  eye ! — IT  believe  it  is  a  gnat;  loojc 
*n  it,  but  don't  touch  it ;— do  you  see  it?  blow 
into  it.  (While  Bartolo  is  employed  ipitfi  Figaro, 
the  Count  spcaJiS  to  KosmaTT 

ount.  Precisely  at. midnight,  we  shall  be  at  your 
lattice, — As  Figaro  has  the  key,  all  will  be  easy, 

Bart.  There  then*  'tis  out  now.* — \}o  finish  the 
shaving,  and  let  me  get  rid  of  you,  f  Bartolo  takef 
his  place  again*  and  Figaro  be  pins  to  shave  him.) 

Kos.  But  the  balcony;  is  high  :-r— Somebody  may 
be  passing— 4  know  not  if  I  should  permit-r- 

Count,  Lovely  Rosina !  trust  to  mylionor, — fear 
not  my  pruclence.  jKnuls.]  Believe  my  love  mom 

ardent  than  any  man  can j Darin gj this,  Bartol  > 

is  cut  in  the  chin  by  Figaro — He  starts  np^ — knock* 
Figaro  down,  and  discovers  <^g_Count  on  his  fcnecS/ 
^t-Ali.  Confusion./    Scene  Closes. 
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SCENE  II,     -— -^  —  A 
r  Figaro**  Shop,   SytS- 
&~  Enter  Fiqieli.1. 
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*.?  •  :       ^Cr^«*>r~  jiti^i'lOIELU. 

•  (  fior*  When;  a  man  it  determined  to  carry  his 
point  in  spite  of  difficulty  and  danger,  the  more  des- 
perate and  improbable  the  means,  the  more  likely 
he  ia  to,  8UCceed,**-r*so  says  my  master,  £punt  AU 
raaviva,  I  hope  his  present  scheme  may  justify  this 
'opinion.  If  *het>  bo  hao  nothing  laft  for  it>  but  to 
oawy  oflf  Ruling 'eonto  |qni  notitu,  This  shop  of 
Figaro's  is  most  handily  situated  -y>  wait  for  inteU 
ligence — And   let  the  night  en^-propitiously,  this 

*  night  shall  ratify  the  oath  of  loyel've  made  tQ  Mar* 
pellina.  '"'•".'>"  j r 

SQUGjr-Fiorelti.    f4/^ldi\  ' 

There's  not  in  life  to  tweet  fin  hom     ,;\  i ,'). 
y       .'■'''  As  love  in  secret  seeks,  vS'Cs       > 

/)    ■  z         .,  i  There's  not  in  life  so  bright  a  flow'r,  ►/-•^/ 

•  '  As  ihe  rose  on  beauty's  eheeksi  -( *'&/', 

The  faith  in  such  an  hour  that's  (prep,         •  •  '>  >, 

Vj  Shall  perish  never,  never ;    ;  $   .•»  * 

<         ,    v     P***  w****  sucu  rosw  bloom  in  heaVn.  (.■;•'',; 

■        There  lire  and  bloom  for  ever.     ^ 
'•  ;  •  :    ..  .v •■•'. . 

--•     Then  let  thy  heart  in  truth  sincere,    -  .  ,    : 

„•/*>.  Return  mi  sigh  for  sigh  ;     ,        ^-1' 

^Vbile  I  repeat  each  vow  thafi  dear,  l    ')  •  • v-     J  *f*  -J 

AnUthe  hour  of  lore  is  ni»h.    '    '    '  :-t  Vi'li  3«'>'i     '      ' 
i  »  >h  U  ■„ ■•■.    For  ;be  faith,  Uc+  ", .    .  ,-,..-fi%     ,1  ■»« 
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SCENE  III.  £fa/Zff  /<** 


Bartblo's  Home.  /fjfcQ  C 

£nter  Bartolo  and  Basil.   /-/f 

fiarl.  And  do  you  say  you  don't  know  this 
Alonzo  ? 

Ras<  Never  set  eyes  on  him,  till  t  saw  him  here. 
,     Bart*  Then,   why  didn't  you   expose  him,  the 
moment  you  saw  him  ? 

Bas.  Because  you  stopt  my  mouth  ;  t  was  about 
to  tell  you,  but  you  ordered  me  not  to  contradict 
him  before  Rosina.  I  think  by  the  large  sum  the 
purse  contained,  which  he  slipt  into  my  hand,  it 
must  have  been  the  Count  himself. 

Bart.  But  how  came  you  to  accept  that  pufse, 
Basil  ? 

Basil.  How  could  I  help  it  ?  You  all  seethed 
playing  a  game  at  puzzle,  whicb  I  did  not  under- 
stand ;  at  that  moment  he  popped  a  purse  of  gold 
into  my  hand  ;  and  in  d ifficu It  case's  that  al way* de- 
termines me. — What  do  yon  mean  to  do  at  present } 

Bart.  1*11  marry  her  this  night. 

-  Basil.  You  are  a  bold  man,  at  yon  r  1rmfc  ©f  life, 
to  marry  a  young  girl  against  her  mclkratkms. 

v  I  £art.  Better  marry  her  against  her  inclinations*. 

than  die  for  love  of  her.    .  :cl 

Basill  Oh*  if  your  lire's  in  danger  mUfrry  iter  by 

allmeatts*  ■•.1 

*     Bart.  Well,  do  you  £o  and  fetch  tbd  notary,  and 

be  here  by  twelve  o'clock,  -  tel  , 

'   Basil.  He4  can't  be  here  so  bo4h  i  hcfa  *ngag*d  at 
'Figaro's*  J     '.         ^ I  i 

-  Bot'l.  What,fotamania^B?  I 
•-  •  BtttiL  Yfcsy  between  some  stranger  and  Figaro's 

?|J|£f^cb  ?*;•! //  — !  ;   ;'4'   ii  I  i  "  ..:■  si."    . 

.     ..  .ri;oiM:"::.;;«  {.:;:  :'.   \    \:    '.  ;:':A     [ 
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Btf  r$.  What;  the  baby  ? — Oh  then,  some  mischief 

now*  ;  -% 

~B~asil.  What  do  you  suspect  ? 

Bart.  Any  thing,  every  thing.     Go  instantly  and 
fetch  the  notary;  bribe  hiiri  to  disappoint  Figaro. 
I  will  remain  here,  and  expect  your  return   impa- 
l  tiently, — Here  is  the  master-key,  (gives  the  key) 

with  which  you  may  let  yourself  and  the  notary  iu. 
~~  Basil.  But  in  the  mean  time,  don't  forget  my 

advise ;— remember  scandal,  stick  to  that;  vilify 
and  blacken  this  Count  to  Rosina. 

Bart,  i  will. — The  letter  jsji eying  it)  which* the 
impostor  Aionzogave  me,  will  assist; — he  instruct* 
ed  me  how  to  use  it. — Away,  away^,,    £&//Atfy/.#- 

•.     /fj//-/Enter  Rosina  on  the  opposite  side. 

Ros.  All  seems  quite   now. — This  <?lnnk,  'and 
stormy  evening  is  favourable  to  Lindor's  enter-     , 
'prize :  it  yet  wants  almost  an  hour  of  the  time.-*- 
j^Ah,  who's  this? 

*~  /.//-.      Re-enter  Bartolo. 

-.       r. ■— *\ 

Bar.  Stay,  Rosina,  stay,  my  dear.  :  ■  j    . 

4  .  Ros.  I  was  this  moment  retiring  to  my  apart- 
ment.    Good  night,  sir. 

,      Bart.  Stay,  stay  a  moment,  child  !  1  have  some- 
thing of  consequence  to  say  to  you.  i 
.     Ros.  Always  something  to  say .-ri-Js  not  the  day 
long  enough  to  torment  ?                            .    .  . -.      t 
\    Bar.  My  dear,  I  have  news  from  your  lover. 

Ros.  [dudfi)  Heavens!  has  he  detected  him  \ 
I     Bart.    Come  here*  child,r-^do  you   know  this 
■    letter?  ,  ,-'.      '■/■,  ,  j    -:  y ,  : 

r     Ros.  What  do  I  see  ?-^my  own  letter !  (aside.) 
Bar.  Yes,  you  have  placed  your  affections  on  a 
low  wretch,  who,  with  Figaro*  the  Barber,  has  con- 
I  'spired  to  give  you  to  the  arms,  of  .Couqt  A^nayiva* 
Ros.  Into  the  arms  of  another  1—-W  hat  do  J.  heaf  Jt 
Lindor !  base  and  ungenerous. 


<p- 
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Bar*.  But  you  see  th<?  conseqcnce  of  trusting  to 
a  stranger.     No  sooner'had  he  obtained  jour  letter, 

used  £\TdVl  'Z^yW&tit,   wnose  vani^ 
used,t  as   a    trophy  of ,  conquest ;— and   at  last   it 

^eintomyhandsfromalady,   to  whom   he  sue- 

™™  °y  n  ISt  !*.  *P°ss'bIe-such  trcachWy  exists  in 
man  !  Could  he  could  Ljndor  betray  me  to  Count 
•  AlmavjvaPbut  he  shall  feel  my  indignation  my 
revenge ;  and  too  late  be  taught  how  to\espest  rZ) 
V  sma.J-S.r,  you  have  .often  asked  my  hand  in  maTT 
nagc  -,f,  after  what  has  passed,  you  still  esteem  it 
worlhy  your  acceptance,  itisyoyrs.    ,    ■,    ■ 

&  .,  l douaccePt  "  with  transport ;   and  the  no- 

^ary  will  be  here  this  very  ni^ht  '  .        '     ' 

./to.  This  instant,  airmail  is  lost  ;   fori  now,'  I* 
expect,  the   perfidious   m£n    here  every    moment, 
AVith  shame  I  confess  it,  he  is  to  enter  at  the  lattice 
of  which  Figaro,  by  stratagem,  has  contrived  to  de, 
pnveyou  of  the  key s      .  .    .     . 

-  na.rt\  [(ogfrjggl  °t  his  bunch  of  LTy-\  Oil,  the 
.villain!  the  key  is  gone,  sure  enou-h  •  but  III 
defeat  his  plans,  Til  not  stir,  from  the  spot— I'll  not 
leave  you  an  instant.  .         . 

Rhs.  Mercy!   if  they  should  come  armed,  "sir. 

Barf.  O  Lord  !    I  forgot  that— in  that  case,  thei- 
sm shoot  me,   and  carry  you  off!     ftlx  duar  child" 
^Qt  juu  uil  JHakcao.llVdau-erot'ymn^UW^ir^ 
letusattcauliucnrfyv    You  shalMock  yourself no. 
and  I  will  fetch  the  officers  of  justice, 

Ros.  But  suppose.sir;  they  enie'r'ttie  house  in 
your  absence?      -  ■   !   V''  ' 

^rt.  Let  them;   if  they,  do  enter,  I'll  deprive 
them  of  the  means  of  escape,  ajid  have  them  appfe- 
i       hended  for  housebreakers/  ' V     :  YExti  /rfr 

'   Ro,.   Oh,  Lindbrt^d  t^ave  bellied  toT^ 

ungenerous?  .„  s     - 

•     °  ■■•■■■.■■■: ■.-•*.   /*••  [';'*  7r%',  ]    \  \ 

\  Away,  deceiver,  let  as  pwt*  m:>it  ikbl  ,1  tl-Jtl  shSr5"6^   \ 

Foe  ever  hence,  avaj  I  ,  ° 
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(      Thow  arts  w£ wnfBfmSSBSR  heart, 
WJm>  would  that  fceart  Mtiay. 
4l>  I  bow  cpuld'st  thou  «o  treacherw  prove  ? 
So  fickle  and  foreword,   ( 
/        /  '•■  •  To  win  thie  trusting  heart  to  lore, 

/'  1 1  A-  "  Then  jeate  that  heart  forlorn! 

<■ '       '  .     True  lov^a  tpark  of  purest  pre^- 

/  »  /      m  Tbafs  laon'd  by  truth  di  iue, 

J  >  /   V^    /         '  And  never,  never  caninapun 

ft//  jr<  [#i4 


A  buoa,  base  at  thin* ! 


, »  -    *♦—*-* 


^T*# 


—^r rmmU       7^    - — '  *  />fe^ 

<4it  Anti-Room  to  tlosina's  Apartnunt,      A  late 

tiee  window   opening  to   a  balcony-r^-Room  very 

X  dark—Table%   with  writing  materials-~Candles  on 

uidb/**    it%  not  lit — SUorin  heard  distinctly     Lattice  slowly 

:A 

entering.^ 

fig.  So,  at  l£st  here  we  are,  and  all  quiet,  as  it 
should  be-^you  may  ascend,  my  lord, 

[The   Count  is  seen  coming*  up  wrapped  in  hit 
cloak — \Vhen  he   gets  to  the  top  of. the  ladder* 

e  light  win  fir  si 
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/g^j^  opened. — Fi  r.ARQ,  wrapped  up   in  his  cloakh  wjtj 
^j    a  dark  Lanthorn  hiJi'is  hand,  is  seen  entering.  /?  , 


Tlwv r^er  is  heard,   and  the 
•  distinctly- 
' l: aunt.  Your  hand,  Figaro. 


5  shews  hint 


M 


O 


Fig.  A,  real^truejpver-'s  nigjxt,  my  lord; 
Count. ^yum£finJ/\Ac\bx'i2i  !   Victoria  1 


vr 


B    ■    »  ■ 


'   -^T*  {Throws  off  Ins  cloak. ~\  Dripping' wet !    fine 
weather  to  go  fortune-hunting !     What  do  '  you 
think  of  this  night,  my  Lord  ? 
Count,  The  best  in  the  world  for  a  gallant  • 

'  Fig.  Why,  to  be  sure  it  may  do  for  a  Knight  Er* 
rant  to  rescue  damsels,  and  eucounter  giants  ;  but 
for  his  'Squire,  thunder,  lightning  aud  tain,  are  not 
§o  agreeable.  *  .     - 

Count.  1  fear  them  not,  Figaro  ;  my  soul  is  W«* 
copied  with  a  thousand  doubts  and  fears  j  for  if  1 
this  night,  lose  Rosina-~   '  . 


.. 
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Fig.  Patience,  patience,  my  Lord— Hope  for  th* 
best,  but  be  prepared  (ot  the  worst ;  disappointment 
must  be  endured  sometime*,  and  if  vou  meet  with 
it  to-day,  it  is  to  be  hoped  you  wiil  escape  it  to-* 
morrow. 

Couut   No,  no,  Figaro,  no  disappointment  now: 
^or  all  is  lost.     Rosina  must  be  mine,  or— but  it  \4 
impossible  to  explain  to  you  what  1  feel. 

Fig.  And  if  is  impossible  to  explain  to  yoa* 
What  I  should  feel*  if  we  are  detected,  I  shall  be 
clapped  in  prison  for  my  rent,  and  perhaps,  hanged 
for  my  impudence. 

Count,  Well,  Figaro,  hope  M  the  best,  tfrfd  be 
prepared  for  the  worst.  Hanging  is  what  you  must 
endure  some  day  or  another ;  so,  if  you  meet  ir  to- 
jav»  **  j*tojg  nopgd  you  will  escape  it  to-morrow 
\  g'  Uhl  yoUT  humble  servant,  my  lord.  Well,  1  / 
then,  let  it  come*  and  I'll  try  to  be  as  well-prepared  I  r*'  ' 
Jor  my  hanging,  ax  you  are  for  yourmarria^  \ 

Count.  Hold,  Figaro!  she  comes,  x^-.  /) 

t  ^  T'TT  Of 

*£**     Enter  Rosika.  -»fe- 

lovely   Rosina !   treasure  of  my  soul,  [{dkf*  A<f_ 
hand^  which  she  with  draws  indignantly* 

Ros.  1  began  to  fear  you  would  not  come,  sirv 

Count.  How  flattering1  to  my  heart  is  that  fdar, 
Rosina  ?  Can  I  make  you  the  partner  of  one,  whosd 
Birth  is  low,  whose  fortune  is  humble  >;  I     . 

Ros.  Birth  and  fortune,  Sirflill  tb> die  Worthy,  and 
unworthy  at  random;  con  vince'  me  but  of  the  pu- 
rity of  your  intentions,-*- 

Count,  (falling  at  het  fett.\  Oto  !  Rosina^  by 
all  the  powers  of  love— by  alfthe  ties  of  faith  and 
honour^*-  \ 

Ros.  Hold  traitor  !  prophage  not  what  yoo  ifl« 
voke,  nor  aggregate  your  crime  bvpjenurjr.  I,  thq 
object  of  your  adoration  !-^the^laisenboa  of  that 
protestation  has  settled  my  aversion  for  you— 

(Count  attempts  to  approach  her  and  ffifgfc) 

Q 
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Away,  fir;  my  infatuation  is  over,  but,  before  I  *• 
bandoh  you  to  the  biUenress  of  rem  >rscf  know, 
tweeps.']  know,  false  inan,  my  heart  did  overflow 
with  affection  for  you,  but  your  profligate  abuse  of 
that  affection,  has  roused  my  indignation,  my  scorn. 
-*-fbr  he,  who  is  mean  enough  to  forget  what  is  due 
to  a  fond  woman's  confidence,  is  an  object  below 
contempt,  and  unworthy  of  her  anger,  [shewing  AtmX*y « 
the  Letter. 1  You  know  this  letter,  sir  ? 
fZ      i**o*  What  the  devil  does  all  this  mean  ? 

Count.  Oh,  Heavens!  I  am  the  happiest  of  men! 
C        Hot.  How,  sir! 

7  Count.  He  had  it  from  me.  my  Rosina,  Ba'rtolo 
had  it  from  me.  I  made  use  of  it,  to  gain  his  con- 
fidence, and  afterwards,  in  vain  endeavoured  to  ex- 
plain  this  to  you. 

Ro*.  Oh,  Lindor!   can  1  have  been  deceived  t 
]  Are  you  indeed,  faithful  ?  ; 

Count.  Most  truly,  so;   but,  may  1  credit  my 
enraptured  senses  ?  did  Rosina  think   so   tenderly  i 

of  me  ? 
)L    &*&•  You  wished  to  he  beloved  for  yourself,  and 
not  for.yoiir  rank  and  fortune.— Now  my  lord,  I 
hope  you're  satisfied.  £ 

Ro$%  What  says  Figaro  ?  '*  My  Lord,''  ; 

Count,  Amiable   Rosina,  I  will  not  attempt  no  i 

longer  to  conceal  myself  from  you  ;   the  man  you 
behold  in  raptures  at  your  feet,  is  not  Lindor,  but 
Almaviva,  who  offers  you  hand  and  fortune. 
2jf-/t  Enter  Fiqrklli.  up  the  ladder.  f 

~~Fior.  My  lord,  my  lord,  'tis  time  to  escape,  per* 
sons  are  watching  in  the  street — not  a  moment's  to 
be  lost. 

Count.  Come  then,  my  sweet  Rosina,  your  Al^t 
mi  viva,  your  faithful  Lindor  will  attend  you. 


t..                                   *■  .            .    .       r           *       .•     f 
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'         TRIO—  Rosina,  FioreUi  and  Figaro.  K    /y} 

<\        Mrp  n9  soft  n,  xr.phjn  djinff  <  .    .  .       t  ^^ 

i      ..         I  iano,  piano,  p-'pno :  f 

Tlirou-h  Ihe  wiodnw  gently  hieing. 
.  .  Down  ihe  ladder  quickly  flvine.  IS 

|  Trijiitlighiljaudria/f         -i    il     .V 

^TO^eslol^Mrorun  an  J  return,  L  h„„f    .  ^ 

^V  PE    low,    oh  lord,   'tis  gone!  and  you  r£y 

Ke  3  ST  mind  to  stay * hcre  *■■  S^-mJ 

£n  a\va£  Cr^n°  retreatinS-^e  ladder's  ta- 

Count >  How!   the  ladder  removed  ? 
JmS?  VS     °nly  am  to  b,ame- fo°Ii*h  credulity  I- 

S  VHytmy  gU3rdian*    !   be^ed  your  ente^; 
:    yu    H*  "now  you  are  here—has  removed  the 

^A#Stk  ,8.  ret"rnjnS  with  officers  of  justice. 
^V    **fJJ*e  Iastdyingspeech  and  confession  of  that 
amiable  young  man,  Signor  Figaro,  the  barber,  who 

OhT  h0<T  ^hnt,mC,y  ^  by  keePin*  bad  company? 
Oh!    here    they  are,  /my   lord,  opening  the  street 
door,  and  Us  all  over  with  me. 
jj  i?o*.  Oh,  LindorJ 

Count.  Fear  no-thing,  Rosina:  convinced  of  your 
affection,  no  power  on  earth  shall  tear  you  from  me! 

/•//Enter  the  Notary  and  Dami 


Fi>  'tis  our  Notary,  my  Lord. 
l^Count.  And  with  him  my  iriend  Basil. 

J?a$it.  Ah,  who's  here? 

Fig.  Ah,  Basil  !  what  h*g  brought  you  here  at 
this  time  oi  night,  my  friend  {X.  £r/?*Z±£.  j 

Basil.  And  pray  what  brought  you  here  at  thia 
time  of  night,  my  iriend  ? 

Notary.  These  are  the  parties,  I  suppose.  ° 

Fig.  Yes,  yes,  these  are  the  parties^-Leave  him 
tome,  (We  to  the  frgg^  And  cro^ntr  to  thr 
£Lolarp  S'gnor  ^utary,TimKaged  you  this  evening      v 
to  settle  the  contract  of  marriage  between  Count    ^ 


6$       t#e  B*RB^  op  Seville,  •     »' 

Almaviva.  and  Rosina,  my  niece.  The  papers 
were  to  have  been  signed  at  ray  house,  but  the 
parties  prefer  this,— which,  I  suppose,  can  make  no 
difference  to  you  ;  so,  with  your  leave,  we  it  sign 
and  settle  the  business  i|t  pnce. 

Basil.  Hold,  hold!  I  don't  understand—    • 
Fi'J'Ctaps'liis  hand  before  Basil's  mouth  )  Bah  ! 
bah  f  bah!— my  dear7riend.  you  never  do  under- 
stand.     You  are  the  stupidest  man  J  ever  knew.— 
(Tnkes  him  ttg  the  Stupe.) 

!  Notary.  Your  Lordship's  most  obedient.  I  have 
two  contracts  of  marriage  ready:— The  one  is  be- 
tween your  Lordship  and  Signora  Rosina ;  the  other 
between  Dr.  Bartolo  and  Signora  Rosina, — the  same 
names.     Are  the  young  ladies  related  ? 

Count.  Cousins,.-r-But  execute  our  contract  first, 
aid  when  the  Doctor  returns,  his  business  will  be 
settled  presently :— TMy  friend  Basil  will  set  his. 
hand  to  our  contract  as  a  witness.     (Fighro  and  y 

Rosina  go  tothe  table  and  sign  the  contra  cf .— Basij^ 
comes  to  he  Count I. )  •     .  . 

Basil.  But  my  Lord — I  don't  understand — A  C  •*?***£ 
Count.  That's  because  Figaro  has'nt  explained  it 
properly — nothing,  ray  dear   Basil,  is  so  easily  un- 
derstood.— Look  here ;[PuJsaju^^  .    » 
hgnds.  and  whispers  him]  Do  you  take? 
Basil.  1  tkink  1  dp. 

Count.  [Putting  a  purse,  in  the  other  hand.'X  'Tis 
as  plain  as  the  Sun,       ^ 

Basil.  Oh  \  yes ;  and^yery  satisjactqrijy  explajn'd 
indeed  i 

[Puts  the  purses  into  his  pocket,  and  the  Count* 
■    roes  to  the  'I able*  and  sisrns  the  Contract. 
1  JFVJr.  [To  Basil,]  Come,  come,  where  is  the  diffi- 
culty in  writing  your  name,  ray  friend  ? 

Basil.  None  at  al^now/riend — Only,  I  must  have 
^eighty  reasons  for  what  I  do — [aside*  as  he  goes    .     . 
to  the  Table]  Oh  !  Dr.  Bartolo!  Dr.  Bartolo!  you 
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have  given  me  your  Master-key  for  a  rare  purpose, 
[He  signs.] 

"Notary.  [Handing  the  Contract  to  CotintC\  There 
is  your  Contract,  my  Lord,  and  1  wish  you  much 
joy. 

Count.  I  receive  it  as  the  earnest  of  my  future 
happiness  ! — this  precious  paper  confirms  you  mine 
Rosina,  and  my  hand,  my  fortune,  my  whole  soul 
ts  yours!  [IVhilc  he  is  on  hi*  kneesy  jjff&gfc, J&££. 
'  nand  enter  Bartolo,  with  Algnazile_Jsfllo.w'd_  by 
p\f\rr  Ojjicer*.   /^//r 

Bart  itosina  irTthe  hands  of  Villains  !  Seize  them 
Berie  them  all !  1  have  hold  of  one  of  them  !  {Collars 
the  Notary i  and  shakes  him  violently.'] 

Notary.  O  dear  !  O,  dear !  1  am  your  Notary,  Sir. 
Basil.  Are  you  mad,  Doctor?  'tis  your  own  No-I    4& 
tary? 

Bart.  Basil!  how  came  I  to'/indyou  here! 
Basil.  Mow  came  I  not  to  find  you  here  !    . 
^   .  ,    Alguazilc.  [Getting  hold  of  Figaro.']  But  who  i* 
«his  fellow  ? 
A^Officer.  Oh  I  know  him — that's  Figaro— that'j 
the  Barber  ! 

•  FSfl  He's  quite  right,  sir — I'm  the  Barber;  and 
my  business  bere,  is  to  attend,  my  lord,  the  Count 
Almaviva, 

'■    Bart%  'Tip   a  lie,  and    I  am  betrayed  !— Attest 
•  them  altogether — that's  the  Cock  devil  of  the  whole    ,  • 
brood  of  housebreakers — he,  that  has  my  Ward — 
seize  him!   he,  1  know'sa  thief!   {Officer*  ull  ap+ 
proach  Count  Almavivoj 

Count,  Stand  oft!  '.    *  •  v 

Alg.  Your  name  ?  > 

Count.  Stand  off,  I  say  I 

Alg.  Draw  your  swords  and  seize  him  !  (The 

Officers  draw  their  Swords—  Fiparo.  Basil,  end 

"Tjorello  do  the  same-?The  Count  throns  off  his 

— fc   Cloak,  and  puts  himselfin  attitude  of defence^' 

Rosina  screams.  liir.u  i  m  ->    ,/ \l 


■■ 
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t  Count.  Fear  not,  .Rosina, — your .  Almaviva  will 
protect  you  against  an  army  of  such  assailants.  J 
'   Officers*  Count  Almaviva  ! 

*  Count.  Yes,  Count  Almaviva,   at  your  service,' 

gentlemen.  I 

C+j^r   Al%.  [to  Bartolo)  Why,  is  this  the  tiouse-breaker 

you  brought   us   to  apprehend  ?  you'll   be  finely 

trounc'd  for  this  ! 

Hart.  I'll  run  the  risk  of  that. — Let  me  beseech 
you  to  leave  the  house,  my  lord;  for,  whatever 
your  power  may  be  elsewhere,  fyoux  rank  and  title 
has  no  value  here.  X  4  CWeitr- 
♦  Count.  My  rank,  perhaps,  may  have  none ;  but 
my  title  to  this  lady  has  a  value  above  all  price. 

Bart.  Your  title  to  that  lady! — What  title,  my 
lord  ? 

Count,  A  legal  contract,  prepared  by  the  Notary,' 
and  signed  by  the  parties  present. 

Bart.  A  contract ! — Is  this  true,  Rosina?  (In  a 
doleful  voice.) 

_iiof.  (Imitating  h if  manner.)  Very  true,  sir :— ■ 

yfcut  wh^ere  you  -  solas  t  o  n  ished  ?~I)id  nt  t  promise 

y  you  to  revenge  mysdlf  this  night  on  him  who  had 

deceived  me  ?     Youj  are  that  person,  and  I  only 

keep  my  woro^     iG'\in$  her  hand  to  the  Count  ) 


Bartt  (In  a  err  eat  rape.)  I  don't  care — I  won't 
part  with  her— She  is  my  ward,  and  I'll  not  give 
her  up.     ;  * 

Count.  Doctor  Bartolo,  your  apposing  my  match. 
I  know,  proceeds  from  your  not  being  able  to  give 
a  fair  account  of  your  guardianship;  but  -conitent 
to  our  union,  and  we  release  you  from  all  fears  on 
on  that  account. 

Bart.  Ah  ?— that  indeed  makes  all  the  difference, 
^[^JEig*  Doctor !  give  your  consent,  and  I'll  pay 
you  my  rent,  and  shave  you  for  nothing.  ) 

*.  Bart%  Batfled  for  want  of  care  ! 
~'F'g%  No— for  want  of  sense  I— ^-When  youth  and 
Love   combine  to  baffle  the  caic  of  an  old  GeuXle- 
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THE  DAUBER  OF  SEVILLE. 

man,  ev*ry  effort  on  his  pari  to  prevent  it,  will  only 
prove  vain— particularly   when  they're  assisted  by 
one  great  character  ?  * 

Bart,  And  who's  that? 

Fig*  That's  the  Barber 4    >  ~ 

"FINALE,      M^ 

Fior.      Young  Love  triumphant  «raiIio*,:  /d*  5  /  .    £ 

All  hanzhef  thoughts  exiling. 
All  quarrels  reconciling, 

Now  waves  his  torch  on  high  I 
Chorus.  Young  Love  our  hearts  beguiling,    . ,  •        ...    „ 
1  •         r        Bids  care  and  sorrow  fly  1  •'    ' 

Bar.      Old  men  wilh  young-  ones  vieing,  ^ 

j  Find  beauty  ever  flying  : —     y^l      *  -> 

-       &£*       Yes— Love  your  grey>~*<spyingv    ****'    - 
f.J  Took  wing,  and  sai(P«  Good  bye! 

Chorus-  Young  Lore  our  hearts.  Itc. 
Hot.        May  all  our  lot  now  viewing, 
•  ,   Find  ev'ry  hour  renewing 

The  joy t  of  youth's  first  wooing, 
:  :>  And  bappy  prove  as  1  !       :;  t/. 

Chorus.  Young  Love  our  heart's,  kc.     :',' 


1  '  v 


f  o 

6U      -.t>; 


THE   END. 


,      L  ■*}   ?KH.'Cir>i  f  .   :  •    .  » 


.  ••    •    i r  ,      .  • 

4        ^ "  * 

•  .  f 


( 


£ 


wO. 


47&H 


Printortyj.  itoacfa,  RasseUourt,  Drury-Uns,  Undon. 


I 


/  7 A  A  ?St^rsf       L  [    Urr   +~  &< ck+  -  ) 


•jf    ■;,  .:u  uva  ■  t\  •  ;:a:i:a-a  -*1T  ;  •  /         1 


...     .* .  ■  * 


Y       .-,M 


o 

BOOKS* 

PUBLISHED  BY    J.    ROACH, 

Britannia  $ttafoft  ©®<e> 
aussiLL-couaT,  drury-lahe. 

-  * 

THE  THESPIAN  PRECEPTOlt,  or  a  fculi 
Display  of  the  Scenic  Art :  including  ample  und 
<£asy  Instructions  for  Treading  the  Stage,  using 
proper  Action*  modulating  the  Voice,  and  express- 
ing  the  several  Dramatic  Passions.  Price  3s.  in 
Boards. 

THE  NEW  EVERGREEN,  being  a  Select  Col- 
lection  of  the  most  celebrated  Songs,  English,  Scotch 
and  Irish,  with  Toasts  and  Sentiments.  Price  3s. 
in  Boards; 

THE  SLEEP  WALKER,  or  Which  is  the 
Lady  ?  a  Farce  in  Two  Acts,  as  performing  at  the 
Theatre  Royal,  Covent-Garden,  by  W.  C.  Oulton, 
Price  2s. 


A  TALE  OF  MYSTERY,  a  Melo-Drama ;.  as 
performed  at  the  Theatre- Royal,  Covent-Garden, 
by  Thomas  Holcroft,  Price  2s. 
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